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THE SULLIVAN YEARS 
THE BRITISH INVASION 
From 1964 through 1966, Sullivan presented the best rock‘ rollacts from 
‘actoss the pond, Included in THE BRITISH INVASION are never-belore- 
‘released live performances from The Animals, Gerry & The Pacemakers, 
Billy . Kramer, Herman's Hermits and more! Sixteen classic tracks from 
Henry Vill and Needles and Pins to House of the Rising Sun and Ferry 
‘Cross The Mersey. 


THE SULLIVAN YEARS 
SALUTE TO LOUIS ARMSTRONG 
Fifty minutes of “Satchmo The Great” including Hello Dolly, Mack The 


Knife, Muskrat Ramble and Cabaret. The eighteen historical performances 
featured on this release are sure to become prized additions to the co!- 
Jections ofall jazz enthusiasts. 


THE SULLIVAN YEARS 

THE MOD SOUND 
Sulivan showcased the 6's most notable 
pop vocal superstars including The 
Mamas & The Papas (California Dreamin), 
Filth Dimension (Aquarius) and Spanky & 
‘Our Gang (Lzy Day). inal, THE MOD 
THE SULLIVAN YEARS ‘SOUND offers seventeen blockbuster hits 
SIXTIES ROCK gs introduced with Ed Sullivans inimitable 
A scintillating blend that includes The A svarmtlr end atfection 

Lovin’ Spoonful (Daydream), The Beach 
Boys ( Get Around), The Turlls (Happy 
Together, Tommy James & the Shondells 
(Mony Mony). Sixteen never-betore 
feleased lve performances, 


Look for the following titles in 

THE SULLIVAN YEARS series 
coming this Spring: 

£d Sullivan Salutes the Big Bands 
Legends of Stand-Up Comedy! 

Rock Legends — Vol 1 

Legends of Rhythm & Blues 

£d Sullivan Salutes The Great Jazz Pianists 


THE SULLIVAN YEARS Available on CD, Cassette and Vinyl at record stores everywhere. 
21980 Manulactured and Distributed by TVT Records, 59M, 19th See, MY NY OOIL Al ight eserved. 
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Mexican Prison, Staff Selections, Clive Barker, Just 
Say No to Statutory Rape, Dr. York, Chaos, Terrie 
Williams, Post-Prohibition America, the Time, 
Electronic Synth, Dear Elvis, Tune in Tomorrow 


Too Much Joy, Potheads, Todd Rundgren, Stevie Ray 
Vaughan, Cold Rock Stuff. 16 


YOUNG BUNS 


On top of the world with a new solo album, Jon Bon 
Jovi still moonlights in the heart of rock'n'roll. By Bob 
Guccione, J. 34 


CENSORSHIP ISN’T DEF AMERICAN 


The Geto Boys make N.W.A sound like good clean 
fun—if, that is, you can get a copy of their censored 


album. Even the pressing plants won't touch i. By 
Frank Owen, 43 


Cover photo by Anton Corbijn. 


BAD TO THE BONE 


‘Axl Rose loses his appetite for self-destruction. By 
Danny Sugerman. 


AMERICA IS STILL A GAME SHOW FROM 
HELL 


With Trump Card, the Donald has gone too for, 
pushing one of our senior editors right to the edge. By 
Legs McNeil. 52 


FASHION: MIAMI SLICE 
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WORLDBEAT! Lee “Scratch” Perry roundup. By 
Richard Gehr. 86 
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HOW TO MAKE A MUSIC VIDEO 


Lights, camera, drumbeat. Well, you're almost there. 
By Dean Christopher. 104 
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In one of the first witch trials of the ‘90s, Judas Priest 
beat the rap. By Dean Kuipers. _ 63 


THE WAR IS ON US 


America is divided over abortion, free speech, race, 
and war. Are you on the bus or off the bus? By 


Jefferson Morley. 68 
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Depending on who you ask, Grace Monaco either 
wants to protect people with AIDS from quack cures 
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Nicholas Regush. 73 
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Miami Slice: page 58. 


THIS CINEMATIC CONCERT 
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FIVE SHOWS AT THE END OF 
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usic censorship 

has gone beyond 

the debate stage. In 
the ideological and cultural 
civil war currently and very 
seriously being fought in 
this country (see Jefferson 
Morley's article, “The War 
Is on Us,” p. 68), groups 
and records are being 
censored and even 


criminally prosecuted. 
Allusions to Kafka-esque 
trials and Alice in 
Wonderland logic are 
redundant now—that is to 
say we no longer need to 


make allusions. We have, in 


the Judas Priest and 2 Live 
Crew court cases, our own 
bizarre realities. 

If you believe in and 


THE SENATE 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 20510 
(202) 224-3121 


DEAR SENATOR $$; 


Freedom of speech is very important to me. | may not have dropped you a line before now to 
tell you that, but part of the reason for that is | never thought I'd have to mention it. As someone 
who grew up proud to live in such a free and democratic society, | never thought | was in danger 
of losing this most basic and time-honored right. | seem to have found out just in time that | can 
no longer take it for granted. 

You are the protector of my rights, including the right of free speech, even that which isn’t very 
pleasant. | urge you to ensure that the advocacy of a vocal minority that wants to set the agenda 
for everyone will not diminish my constitutionally guaranteed rights. | understand and appreciate 
the other side has its rights, too. The difference is, | don’t want to restrict or replace theirs. 

I very much oppose all attempts to censor music, or any artistic expression, and | will actively 
oppose them with my vote and influence with my peers who vote. The motives of those who want 
records and concerts banned and musicians jailed are in the very least suspicious and selfish, and 
more than likely they are insidious. Because any attempt to prevent information to flow freely is 
insidious. 

Iwas taught that what makes America great is its courage to be free. Will we teach our next 
generation that that courage wasn’t strong enough to stand up to the ideas and language used in 
rock or rap songs, or the ideas and visuals expressed by performance artists and 
photographers? 

No one will tell you that all rock or rap music is good, or that all of its lyrics are constructive 
literature. But in a free country, people don’t have to, do they? A truly free country doesn’t 
make—or hide its social cowardice behind—taste distinctions. All speech should be free. It 
wasn't my idea, but | like it and as a citizen it is my heritage, and I'm proud enough of it to let 
you know how much I want to see it preserved. And | hope to see you demonstrate that you want 
to protect it as | prepare to decide who to vote for in the next election. 


YOURS RESPECTFULLY, 


want freedom of speech, 
now is the time to pitch in 
and make your voice count, 
And your voice really does 
count—it was the braying 
of a tiny minority of people 
that wanted to set our 
moral and spiritual agenda 
to align with its own that 
started this mess in the first, 
place. Letter writing 
campaigns stained the 
issue of free speech with 
the erroneous impression 
that music and song lyrics 
were disintegrating society, 
and that the majority of 
people was in favor of 
restrictions. The letters 
went to politicians, our 
lawmakers, who 
sometimes like having their 
jobs more than they 
necessarily like doing 
them. So when letters 
attacking rock and rap 
‘outnumbered letters for 
preserving our right to 
freely express ourselves, 
the politicians knew who 
was going to make this issue 
a hot plate for them, and 
therefore which way to lean 
their considerable weight. 

Youth culture has been 
put under more than 
theoretical siege by those 
letter writers, people who 
are either resentful of or 
intimidated by the way we 
want to live. We have to. 
make our voices heard, too, 
Let the politicians know 
that both plates are hot, 
that we want to have the 
Tight to set our own values 
every bit as much as the 
other side wants to set 
them for us. 

A first step is tearing this 
page out and signing and 
mailing this letter 
to your senator in 
Congress, especially since 
many senators are up for 
re-election now—the best 
and most important time to 
let them know how you feel 
about something. 

If you don''t like the 
letter, write a different one. 
If you like it and know 
other people who feel the 
same way, Xerox or retype 
it and have them sign and 
send one, too. Literally 
every one will make a 
difference. 


—Bob Guccione, Jr 


This 11-song, one-hour concert video 
features nine tracks from Faith No 
More's Platinum album THE REAL 
THING—including "From Out OF 
Nowhere," "Falling To Pieces" and the 
smash hit "Epic.’ At $19.98, it's the 
best live show you'll ever get in your 


living room, 


The Smash Album 
THE REAL THING 


Available Now 
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Compac 


New Home Video— 


“Live At The Brixton 


Academy, London: 
You Fat Bx xtards’”” 


Warner Reprise. Tideo and 
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Long Live Rock 


Thank you for opening my eyes, SPIN. 
Inever knew anyone could be as 
pathetically stupid as Nick Tosches 
['Hoil, Hail Rock'n'Roll,” August ‘90]. 


‘Anonymous 


Canada 


If Nick Tosches wants rock'n'roll, he 
should stop listening to FM easy- 
listening or artsy-fartsy college radio 
and try hanging out in the real world. 
Listen to the grind that happens and 
has happened since the beginning of 
man, 


Gordy “J” 
Vancouver, Canada 


To Nick Tosches: 
Fuck you. 


Jim Storr 
Fairbanks, Alaska 


The above letter was received on a torn 
napkin 


Anti-Lach 


Loch’s sudden radical, “anti-folk” 
political status is news to me [Flash, 
September ‘90]. Only last summer he 
was busy scrubbing Peter Missing’s 
graffiti off the walls of Chameleon, 
where he was the regular bartender 
and | was the manager. 


Lynne Robinson 
Lower East Side, Manhattan 


Fear of a Female Planet 


“Fear of a Black Penis” [September 
90]: Not funny. The fear of a penis, 
black or otherwise, is real to a rape 
victim. SPIN is working hard to dispel 
the fear of a black planet, but it is as 
reactionary as any other when it 
comes to the fear of a female planet. 


Aside from your sexist editorial policy 
and inability to publish a magazine 
without a photo of Madonna, | think 
SPIN is pretty groovy. So think about 
it—don't forget your female readers, 
okay? 


Beth Lewand 
Baltimore, Maryland 


The Yellowing of the 
Purple Decade 


No one likes to retro more than |, but 
enough is enough. It's as if everybody 
in the September issue traded in their 
paisley for big fur and bigger shoes. 
Instead of a routine changing of the 
guard taking what was cool 20 years 
ago, why don’t we create our own 
era? 


Doug Stewart 
Los Angeles, California 


1am a ‘70s type guy who can’t get 
enough of Kiss, the Partridge Family, 
or your coverage of them [September 
90]! Thank you, Lauren Spencer, Mark 
Blackwell, and Celia Farber for being 
honest and letting the world know 
what's really going on! 


Larry Bossow 
Chico, California 


Scratch’n’Sniff 


David Menconi’s review of John Hiatt’s 
album Stolen Moments [Spins, 
September ‘90] makes me think of that 
old saying: Opinions are like 
assholes—everybody has one and you 
always think the other guy's stinks. 


Rob Harrison 
‘Memphis, Tennessee 
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IDATION OF THE, NATIONS.. 


MEGADETH 


THE NEW ALBUM INCLUDES: 


ON TOUR STARTING OCTOBER. 
WATCH FOR THEIR HOME VIDEO COMING SOON. 


DUCED BY 
MIKE CLINK AND DAVE MUSTAINE 


Flag Waiving 


It seems to me that flag burning is 
more rebellious when it's illegal. 
Distressed by the narcotizing effect of 
the media and consumer culture, | 
welcome plans to outlaw forms of 
expression that would otherwise be 
ignored. 


Glenn McDonald 
Boston, Massachusetts 


Fight the Power 


Hats off to Dean Christopher [Topspin, 
September ‘90]. I'm a soldier in the 
U.S. Army, and would get fried harder 
than Hot Wings if | burned a flag. 
Wake up folks. Your daughter might 
have just been shot with an Uzi while 
you're worrying about some freak 
burning a red, white, and blue piece 
of cloth. 


SPC Mark Weddington 
Fort Knox, Kentucky 


The thought process questioning every 
flag use and exception is the same 
thinking that allows Iranian fanatics to 
burn American flags. Would the First 
Amendment allow me to torch 
someone's house as a form of protest? 
No. There are commonsense laws, 
acceptable to a majority of people for 
the common good. This is what 
democracy is all about and what our 
flag represents. Move to Iran if you 
want absolute freedom of expression. 


Patrick Flynn 
Pt. Harbor, North Carolina 


America focusing on flag burning is 
like a drowning person focusing on a 
hangnail. 


John Combs, Jr 
Aurora, Colorado 


| would like to thank Bob Guccione, 
Jr., for his work against the PMRC. 
Although | am only 14 years old and 
don’t have an overbearing effect on 
the decisions of the government, | am 
very strongly opposed to censorship. 
As far as I'm concerned, the PMRC can 
go to hell 


James Hall, 
Edmond, Oklahoma 


Since Senator Helms stands opposed to 
virtually everything that most SPIN 
readers hold dear, | find it incongruous 
for you to accept ads from the Philip 
Morris Company, which is a major 
financial supporter of Helms. Cancel 
the advertising. Every little bit helps. 


Jennifer A, Widman 
Southfield, Michigan 


Mother Superior Jumped 
the Gun 


I wish people would give Duran Duran 
the chance they deserve. | wish people 
would listen to the new album, Liberty, 
and make their own opinions. It is a 
fntastic album! Maybe people will 
surprise themselves and like it! I'm 
sure the results would be great. Don't 
condemn Liberty before you heor it 


Give it a fair trial. 


Eileen McAllister 
Lafayette Hill, Pennsylvania 


This letter, demanding that people hear 
Liberty before making up their minds, was 
postmarked three weeks before the album 
was available in stores. Liberty goes on 
trial in Spins this month. 


Address letters to the editor to: 
Point Blank, SPIN, 6 West 18th 
St., New York, NY 1001 
include your phone number 
Letters may be edited for clarity 
and content. 


AUISON SeIFFER 


WHAT SETS OUR 
CAR CD APART FROM 
THE COMPETITION. 


ACTUALLY, OUR TOUGHEST COMPETITION 
DOESN'T COME FROM ANOTHER COMPANY. IT 
COMES FROM THE ENTERPRISING YOUNG MEN 
YOU SEE PICTURED HERE. BUT AFTER WATCHING. 
‘THESE GUYS DEFACE CAR STEREOS FOR SO MANY 


YEARS, PIONEER DEVISED A BRILLIANT IDEA. IN- 
TRODUCING DETACHABLE FACE SECURITY. AND IT COMES IN THE INCOMPARABLE FORM OF CAR CD. THE 
FACE AND ACCOMPANYING CARRYING CASE ARE COMPACT, FITTING EASILY IN YOUR POCKET. AND THE SYSTEM 


ER 
RIPS YOUR FACE OFE GIVE US A CALL TODAY AT 1-800-421-1404. AND RIP IT OFF YOURSELF, Miiidadlalialiitlial dda 


FEATURES BUILT-IN HIGH POWER AND SUPERTUNER' I~ SO BEFORE THE COMPETITION () PION 
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Free “Man in the Chair” poster. 
To get a free “Man in the Chair” poster, look for the coupon in specially- 
marked Maxell XLII 2-pack polybags at participating dealers. 


LIVERS HIGHER FIDELITY. 


rte 208, Fic Lawn, NJ. O7410 
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Art critic 


Carlo McCormick: 


Mexico's most wanted, 


Art critic CARLO McCORMICK traveled to Mexico in search of 
Christobal Gonzales, a Huichol painter. He ended up spending two months 


in prison on drug-trafficking charges. Thi 


This is the tale of a writer’s physical and psychedelic trip into a remote 
desert region of a third-world country; into the spiritual soul of a 
great and ancient tribe of people indigenous to that region. It is 
about the interaction between the beliefs and value systems 
of a westernized society and those of other cultures that 
that society cannot understand or tolerate. It is also a 
story about two months rotting in a Mexican jail. 
The notion for my Mexican misadventure arose 
when Jacaeber Kastor, the proprietor of Psyche- 
delic Solution—the most eccentric and excit- 
ing art gallery in New York—told me he 
‘was planning a show of a young Hui- 
chol yam painter, Christobal Gonza- 
lez. He was going down to Mexico to visit 
him in early May and asked if | wanted to 
tag along. Now the Huichols are one of the 
more fascinating cultures to grace this infinitely 
heterogeneous planet of ours. In them, we have a 
people who have always shunned war; they don’t even 
have words for weapons or arms in their language. Their 
religion, and entire outlook on life, is guided by their consump- 
tion of peyote—a desert cactus that is a strong psychedelic drug 
as benevolent and potent in its psychological effects as it is extreme- 
ly healthy in its nutritive properties. 
When we finally reached the squalid home/studio of Gonzalez in Tepic, 
Nayarit, we discovered that he was far from having completed enough 
work for the exhibition. After being totally blown away by his art and 
listening to him describe the dense, imaginative mythological imagery in 
his pictures, we left him to his art and methodical peyote eating. 
Knowing that Gonzalez needed time and isolation to finish, we sought 
out Prem Das, a man who—like Gonzalez himself—is a highly respected 
shaman within the Huichol community. We asked him if he would travel 
with us as our guide to Wirikute, a desert region many days’ travel from 
Tepic that is the sacred land of the gods, the site of creation where their 
own spirits eventually reside in the afterlife as they pass into the next 
world—and the region in Mexico most abundant in peyote. | went there 
with Jacaeber, Prem Das, Leo Mercado (a dealer of Huichol art in the 
states), Mercado’s pregnant wife Raven, Raven's father Rob, and two Hui- 
chols. Upon arriving back in Tepic, our party was surrounded by a number 
of huge, ugly assholes who searched through our belongings, found the 
peyote that had been gathered for the entire Huichol community, and 
hauled us away. It was a few days later that these grotesque, violent 
human-ape forms informed us that they were the notorious Mexican feder- 
ales of tourist-nightmare legend, and we realized that their daily promises 
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is his story. 


CONFESSIONS OF A PEYOTE EATER 


to release us the following moming were just a crock of refried beans. 

Whenever anyone leaves the United States and sojourns into a third- 
world country, one leaves behind the privileges of a legal system that one 
probably takes for granted. In Mexico, you are guilty until proven innocent. 
‘And though I was ultimately judged innocent, my case is now being re- 
tried in the Mexican Supreme Court. However, the most dangerous lines | 
crossed were not those of nationality but those of hierarchical social dis- 
course. The Huichols and their relit 
x-factor that is barely tolerated in a cultural clit 
the vestigial intolerances of Ebrope’s colonializing conquest over the 
‘Americas. We've stopped our wholesale slaughter of the original natives 
on this continent—but we still have no obligation to like or respect them, 
or even give them the basic human rights, cultural identities, and dignity 
they deserve. 

Another boundary of my unforgivable taboo-breaking occurred along 
the subtly complex symbiotic line between two nations—the United 
States and Mexico—one very rich, the other very poor, and both extremely 
corrupt. Both countries are involved at this time in a war of glob! propor- 
tions. It is called the War on Drugs, but by any other name it stinks of 
calculated lies, political perversions, media distortions, and discrete eco- 
nomic manipulations of the power interests’ status quo. By arresting me, 
the Mexican government tumed me into a political pawn: On one hand, | 
became tangible proof that they were indeed helping us fight our war on 
drugs; on the other hand, I served as a minor token of revenge for the 
recent Yankee Dog Imperialist incident in which our govemment hired 
mercenaries to abduct a prominent Mexican doctor/drug lord to face 
charges here for killing a U.S. DEA agent. But I suppose we've made some 
progress. The Spaniards, in their conquest of Mexico, bumed people at the 
stake for committing the religious heresy of eating peyote. | got off easy 
with only two months in jail. 


Finally, two quick prison stories. Occasionally, families were allowed in to 
see their incarcerated loved ones. On these days a particularily popular 
practice among the prisoners was to gather all their loose change and put 
it in the center of a room for all the kids to brutally fight over. This practice 
was stopped when one kid slammed a chair over his younger brother's 
head, nearly killing him. Also, because I was in such a poor part of Mexico, 
they could not afford to keep armed guards inside the prison itself, just 
outside along the walls. Thus, it was a prisoner-run society. A souvenir I 
tried to acquire in vain was one of the huge two-by-four boards the prison 
leaders would use to beat senseless anyone who violated prison code. 
What made the boards so wonderful were their crudely inscribed mes- 
sages in Spanish, such as “You're going to remember me” and “Your moth- 
er can’t help you now.” 
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HEAVY 
ROTATION 


Staff Selections 


Blaze 25 Years Later (Motown/MCA), Inspirational club 
musichaunted by the ghost of Marvin Gaye, 25 Years Later 
‘maintains o proper balance between groove and melody, 
joy and indignation, the spitval and the worldly. Black 
nationalism has never sounded so sweet, (Owen) 


NAW.A 100 Miles ond Runnin’ (Ruthless). The “real” niggaz 
from Compton are back with another lesson from their 
book of rap ABCs (ass kicking, blowjobs, and cops). This 
five-song EP is an impressive tide-over until the album, 
but the jury's still out over whether they will sorely miss 
the one they call their Benedict Arnold (Ice Cube). 
(Blackwell) 


Bob Mould Block Sheets of Rain Virgin). As the title might 
suggest, the former Hiskers sill generally under the 
weather and down in the dumps, but as usual his depres 
sion only enhances everyone else’s listening pleasure. 
Louder, bolder, ond more Hisker Di-ish than his solo de. 
‘but, Workbook. Solid-gold Mould. (Blackwell) 


The Darling Buds Crowdodldy (Columbia), Sinéod O'Con: 
‘not might not adore the national anthem, but she'd prob- 
bly dig the Darling Buds. With a sound like Sinéad on 
speed (though not quite so smarmy), their second album, 


Crowdoddy, is quitor-driven girl pop at its very finest 
(Blackwell) 


Teenage Fon Club A Catholic Education (Matador). The 
new action-swinging. punk sensation from Scotland. A 
handy, if misleading, reference point would be Dinosaur, 
Jr., but TFC will soon outgrow the need for comparisons— 
their brand of melodic noise promises big things. This iso 
brilliant record. (Greer) 


The Replacements All Shook Down (Reprise), I's kind of a 
‘moat point whether the ‘Mats can still rack (though they 
can, sor of, since that long ago ceased fo be what's inter- 
esting about them. All Shook Down \s quieter and more 
introspective than what you've come to expect, which is 
ood: It makes you realize what a great songwriter Pou! 
Westerberg has become. (Greer) 


Clive Barker Wjeuer TOOks GWEr Nis 


THE MAN 
WHO RAISED 


HELL 


The most original horror 
film in years, Clive Barker's 
Nightbreed bombed in 
theaters. Now this instant 
cult classic is getting a 
second life on video. 


The images that tumble from the head of best-selling- 
novelist-turned-cult-filmmaker Clive Barker are 
strange, mossy, and forbidden. But that’s not why his 
delirious monsterama Nightbreed belly-upped in 
American theaters. It’s just that the geeks who market 
Hollywood movies have no idea how to handle some- 
thing that sympathizes with the living dead at the ex- 
pense of the police, the army, and the entire psychiatric 
profession. That's also why the ad campaign for Night- 
breed positioned it as a standard slasher film (with 
artwork taken from another movie, no less), when in 
reality it’s a flamboyant gob in the face of dice-and- 
slice complacency. 


Barker got into directing after he'd seen his short sto- 
ry "Rawhead Rex,” which he says is “basically a mon- 
ster story about a nine-foot dick on the loose,” turned 
into just another creature-feature. He came to under- 
stand that “the way the movies deal with written fic- 
tion is to take the weirdness out and emphasize the 
straighter elements of any narrative.” So he made a 
pain in the ass of himself until they let him direct Hell- 
raiser, a wildly imaginative gothic mix of Hieronymus 
Bosch, H.P. Lovecraft, and a Hammer horror film. 

Nightbreeds not as blood-drenched as Hellraiser— 
probably another reason the marketing boys gave up 
ine its creator's compulsive 
. Most of the action of 
Nightbreed takes place in Midian, an underground city 
populated with freak-faced mutants who are the rem- 
nants of an otherworldly race of humans. The night- 
breed are more interesting than us above-ground 
folk—visually and textually—and that’s how it’s 
meant to be: Barker's real intent is subversion. 

Envious of the way the best horror films have “this 
wonderful sense of flight: flight from logic, flight from 
reason,” Barker quotes approvingly the title of a favor- 
ite Goya print: “The Sleep of Reason Breeds Monsters.” 

But more than anything else, Barker's work is rooted 
in the European notion of folklore as that from which 
official culture backpedals in panic—the sense that 
just out of sight,” he says, “in a corner of the forest 
where you haven't been before, there is another life go- 
ing on, quite separate from the life we humans are 
living. 

“In the benign fairy-tale vision,” he continues, “it's 
‘ogres and trolls and elves and fairies and all that stuff, 
which actually have, in European literature, a very hon- 
orable history as metaphor. But then comes this darker 
thing, this darker interpretation, which at its best still 
celebrates the separateness of these creatures.” 

The point you reach at the rock bottom of Night- 
breed's many layers is that the power brokers of ci 
ization—the state, the church, your mom—have to 
declare the Dionysian otherworld morally off-limits if 
they want to hold on to power. “Many of the qu 
these literally underworld creatures become forbidden 
to us,” Barker says, “but we still kind of envy them, 
don't we? | mean, who wouldn't want to be Dracula?” 

Despite the fact that our TV-bred culture sells itself as 
continuously new and improved, our memories do go 
back to those dark, medieval forests. “These mytholo- 
gies,” Barker says, “these folkloric things don’t belong 
to three people in Tuscany, you know? We're all enter- 
ing the dream-time nightly, We all have equal access to 
this extraordinary pool of ideas and images that consti- 
tute the collective unconscious. 

“There's a wonderful line by Hazlitt,” Barker says, 
sounding like a man who's created his own faith. ” ‘We 


are not hypocrites in our sleep. ” 


ies of 


Ty Burr 
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Mark Slaughter: the look that kills. 


PLANET ROCK 
REVISITED 


A silky-smooth soul singer 


known as the Love Man 


and the spiritual leader 


i ee Dream of an Islamic community 


Metal hunk meets 
prepubescent honey. 
Just say no to statutory 
rape. 


After Jon Bon Jovi perfected his 
corporate-rock assault on the 12- to 
16-year-old babe market, he was king 
of the hill for years. But ever since 
Sayreville, New Jersey's most famous 
export eloped with his high school 
sweetheart last year (a fact his 
management has publicly denied for 
months, fearing irrevocable damage 
to his career), there's been a whole 
new breed of metal hunks in their late 
20s making comfortable livings as 
amplified teen idols—self-anointed 
ringmasters like Winger and 
Slaughter among them. Witness 
Warrant, whose onstage banter to 
their predominantly young female 
crowd includes, “Hey girls, we've got 
blue balls! We're ready to come 
tonight back’at our hotel room! Hope 
you'll be coming too!” 

But, in truth, the bands are teasing 
their fans as much as their hair. The 
following is a recent conversation 
overheard between a prepubescent 
female fan and Mark Slaughter, 
before Slaughter's performance at 
New Jersey's Meadowlands Arena, 
supporting Kiss: 

FAN: Oh my God, you're the singer of 
Slaughter! 

‘SLAUGHTER: That's right, | am. 

FAN: Oh my God, | totally love you! 
SLAUGHTER: (laughs) Thank you very 


much, That's real nice of you. 

FAN: Can | have your autograph? Can | 

take your picture, too? 

SLAUGHTER: No problem, I'd be happy 

to. 

(Autographs the girl's arm and politely 

poses for photo.) 

FAN: | love your song. Have you done 

anything else? 

SLAUGHTER: Well, “Up All Night’ is the 

first single from our new album. 

FAN: Do you like me? 

SLAUGHTER: Yeah, uh, sure. 

FAN: Would you like to get to know me 

better? 

SLAUGHTER: What do you mean? 

FAN: Well, if we go back into that 

room, | can show you something. 

SLAUGHTER: | don't think so. Besides, 

we've got a show to do. 

FAN: Oh please, it won't take long! 

SLAUGHTER: You're a little too young 

for that, aren’t you? 

FAN: Oh no. | know a lot. 

‘SLAUGHTER: | don’t think that would be 

right. 

FAN: Oh, please, | can do it. 

SLAUGHTER: I'm sure. 

FAN: If we could do that, then we could 

be friends! 

SLAUGHTER: Uh, it doesn’t work that 

way. But I'll be your friend anyway. 

FAN: Are you sure we couldn't do that? 

That way you'd remember my name. 

SLAUGHTER: It doesn’t work that way. 

Listen, I've gotta go. But enjoy the 

show. Hope to see you soon, 

(Slaughter exits.) 

FAN: (to her friend) God, he’s so cute! 

Maybe next year he won't be so shy. 
Steven Blush 


are one and the same. 


Meet Dr. York, presently 


collaborating with 


Afrika Bambaataa. 


New York medicine man Dr. York. 


What’ hip in hip hop is righteousness. East Coast rap 
stars like Rakim, Big Daddy Kane, and the Poor 
Righteous Teachers are “dropping science" (speoking 
self-knowledge) on the Five Percent Nation, the Nation 
of Islam, the Asiatic Black Man, ond Black Jesus. Those 
not adept at the cryptic phraseology will get lost in the 
lyrics, but like the T-shirts read: I's a Black Thang— 
‘You Wouldn't Understand. 

Posters recently appeared all over New York's Times 
Square announcing a new line of rap and R&B records 
produced by Dr. York—including his own passionate 
‘ond heartfelt “Always and Forever,” os well as "Return 
to Planet Rock (The Second Coming)” by the original 
rop chieftain, Afrika Bambaataa, 

The dopest disco impresario since Barry White, Dr. 
York is also known as As Sayyid Issa Al Haadi Al 
Mahdi—descendant of Adam, King David, Jesus, and 
‘Mohammed—and the last Redeemer before 
Armageddon, He is imam Isa, leader af the Ansaary 
Allah community—centered in Brooklyn, New York, 
but with mosques in every city across the United States, 
His disciples are those polite Islamic dudes in the long 
white robes selling incense, jewelry, and Imam Isa's 
writings in midtown Manhattan. 

Imam |so’s written literally hundreds of books. 
Besides dense, illuminating information on everything 
from the scriptures to American history, there's plenty 
for some people to find offensive. He explains the 
origins of non-Nubian (nonblack) races as genetic 
curses from Allah, As proof he juxtoposes pictures of a 
“"Mongoloid' (Asian) child and a child with Down's 
syndrome, making the simpleminded statement that 
they ore the same; or he compares a Caucasian to 
someone with leprosy. | was really looking forward to 
‘meeting Imam lsa, but he wos repeatedly unavailable 
for comment. His secretary said that he was “up on the 
‘mountain somewhere in the Catskills.” Seriously, it wos 


like trying to get an interview with Moses, 

Iistened to Bambaataa’s “Return to Planet Rock” 
cout on York's Records. No Kraftwerk “Trans-Europe 
Express" this time. It opens with a muezzin-like sound 
‘of someone calling out in Arabic. The Jungle Brothers 
cron “The Lion Sleeps Tonight" and drop fat rhymes 
like “The Planet Earth’s near destruction /The 
government’ suckin’ the blood from our veins But we 
feel no pain.” The music is old-school beats like DST's 
“Rock it” and Bam's own “The Wild Style” —from the 
days when Bambaataa’ mighty Zulu nation ruled the 
Roxy. 

Bambootaa was happy to talk with me. His Zulu 
notion has expanded worldwide, accepting people of 
any race or religion. His primary goal is the upliftment 
of his own people because he feels that they need the 
most help. To that end, he supports the Ansoaru 
community, and the Nation of Islam, but he also 
supports groups like Amnesty International. Bam says, 
“'Ym for anything that awakens people's minds to the 
positive force in the universe.” 


Charles Ahearn 
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Fractals: paintings by the numb 


WEIRD SCIENCE 


The hottest intellectual trend around, chaos theory 


has moved from the scientific margins into comic 
books and onto record sleeves. A beginner's guide. 


There was a time when smoke on the water was just a mean guitar lick, clouds in your 
coffee were the stuff of Carly Simon's dreams, and hard science was about as cool as 
the Carpenters. But that was before chaos theory hit the scene. Stoked on discoveries 
of elegantly simple equations underlying such mundane, yet dauntingly complex phe- 
nomena as rising smoke and intermixing fluids (not to mention weather patterns, stock 
markets, your brain, and any other system with more than a handful of variables to 
keep track of), chaos theory has spent the last two decades on a paradigm-rattling 
rampage through the halls of science. And now it’s breaking out in the fringes of 
popular culture. 

Some say the new metadiscipline ranks with relativity and quantum mechanics as one 
of the century's great scientific revolutions, But that doesn’t quite explain why chaos 
theory made the cover of the London style journal i-D; or why comic-book auteur Alan 
Moore made it the centerpiece of his latest graphic novel, Big Numbers; or why fractals 
[the cyberdelic images that illustrate some of the theory's abstract principles] have 
made their way onto T-shirts and record sleeves, into music videos and coffee-table 
picture books. 

The truth is chaos probably owes much of its budding hipness to some happy colli- 
sions with the zeitgeist. For one thing, it gives last week’s buzzword—postmodern- 
ism—a welcome facelift. Demolishing classical science’s cherished belief that an 
ordered world is ultimately a predictable—and hence, controllable—world, chaos 
theory fights the good postmodern fight against the totalitarian drift built into Western 
thinking from Descartes on. And then there's the New Age factor with its emphasis on 
whole systems rather than their constituent parts (molecules, atoms, protons, quarks), 
Chaos gives off an aura of holism your average Aquarian huckster can smell all the way 
from his last incarnation. 

The best introduction to this dauntingly complex subject is James Gleick’s 1988 best- 
seller, Chaos: Making a New Science, chock-full of juicy-sounding chaos concepts like 
the Butterfly Effect, self-similarity across scales, strange attractors, folded-towel dif- 
feomorphisms, and smooth noodle maps. And if all this research doesn’t win you 
excellent new filmmaker friends who know Karen Finley personally, well hey—at least 
you learned something about how the world works, right? 


Julian Dibbelll 


The Woman In Robes 


A multimedia, multitalented public relations powerhouse, Terrie Williams is an 
African-American woman on top. 


That’sher in her signature caftons and tunics (earth tones and prints inspired by the Continent, ofcourse—and we don't 
‘mean Europe). And that’s her whispering into Stevie Wonder’s ear onstage at Camegie Hall during last May's Take 6 
and Friends benefit. And that’s her at Sard’ forthe New York Film Crites Awards, sting two tables away from Michelle 
Preife. And look ot her again, outside of Gracie Mansion, pacing the grounds with her cellular phone, while Nelson 
Mandela takes 0 cainap. Just who is this mademoislle de couleur? 

Public relations guru Terrie Wilms, president ofthe Terrie Williams Agency, iin her New York office overlooking 
Columbus Circe (that stands for midtown, off he pork —prime digs). Sho tells her essiston! to hold al cll “except for 
Eddie, [want to talk to him (and in America, as we know, Eddie means Murphy). Yes, he's client, es are Miles Devs, 
Toke 6, Nojee, Jackie Joyner-Kersee, and actor/comedians Chris Rock and Sinbod. 

"Named by Adweek as one of 89's women fo watch, and by Savy os one ofthis yeor's top movers and shakers under 
40, Willams, 36, pumps big talent in music, television, sports, and film. And since the tlent ner reach happens tobe, 
for the most part, young and black, and since we are inthe midst of «cultural renaissance of sorts, Williams issiting kind 
of pretty. 

‘AColumbia-trained social worker, Williams lft New York Hospital in 1977 to become the first employee of Warring: 
ton Hud’ Block Filmmakers Foundation. Following that she sped on toa communications carer that included stops at 
radio station WWRL (publicaffairs producer), World Institute of Black Communications (executive director), and 
Essence Communications (where she high-umped from director of public relations to director of corporate communica 
tions in 1982, and became, et oge 30, their youngest vice president) 

Willoms says she wouldn't represent clients if she thought they were “fundamentally evil people.” The agency does 
have a few red zones: “We passed on several films," says Carl MeCoskil the agency's creative director, "because we 
dort wont to be involved with anything thot promotes stereotypes.” (Inlerestingly enough, the frm didn't work on 
‘Morphy’ Horlem Nights account either) "We also don't want fo be tied down to the phone becouse of lents going to 
drug clinics,” he adds. "We turned down a client recently who we heard wes involved with drugs.” 

As to why no rap acts are on their client list, McCaskill seys"|Roppers] have o reputation for not making it to 
interviews on time and missing deadlines.” Would the 2 Live Crew become a Williams Agency act any time soon? "We 
\would support them as vigorously os possible on the subject of freedom of speech. But, do we represent all they stand 


for? No, we dont. 
Lisa Jones 


Terrie Williams does the right thing for a star-studded list of clients. 


Living Gitoom'time’s up’ 


Hi A Day In The Life of Post-Prohibition America 


What would a typical day be like if drugs were legalized? 


A fiction based on fact. 


Nightlife 


You walk into a bar; you sit 
down. “What! it be?” asks 
the bartender. “Herocaine,” 
you respond. “Rough night?” 
he asks. “Yeah,” you soy. He 
hands you a small package. 
The label reads, in large red 
letters: WARNING: This prod- 
uct contains 18 percent heroin 
ond 18 percent cocaine. 
Causes addiction in 10 to 20 
percent of those who try it. 
Side effects are nausea, vom- 
iting, increased blood pressure and pulse rate, dizziness, dys- 
phoria, and headache. May cause stroke or heart attack. Moy 
lead to suffocation and death in some cases. Those who get 


‘addicted will sufer from an uncontrollable desire for mare as 
well as the following withdrawal symptoms: depression, nav- 
se0, shaking, vomiting, hot and cold sweats, muscle pains. 

“Have you tried this shit?” you ask. “Yeah,” the bartender 
soys. “W's pretty decent, But I've seen people get reclly fucked 
up on it.” 

“Yeah? you soy. “How about a beer?" You toss the hero- 
caine down on the bar. 

“"Sure,” says the bartender. “Here's one that's brewed with 
marijuana and T-percent coke.” 


Rehab 


“" think | was born withthe disease of addiction,” says Susan, 
looking up nervously at the Narcotics Anonymous crowd. “My 
‘mom was an alcoholic and my dad was a drug addict. He was 
in jail for dealing when | was born. My family had a lot of 
money before legalization, but when prohibition ended we 
nearly starved. The last time | 
shot dope, | couldn't even get 
high. And 1 saw that-my 
friends who had tried drugs 
were either bored with them 
and had stopped, or they 
were out of control and were 
going nowhere.” 

The treatment center is 
bright, clean, ond available 
‘at no cost to anyone who 
wants it I's paid for by taxes 
fon drugs and alcoho! sold. 
While treatment is highly uti 
lized and seems to have im- 
proved its success rate, the 


same people seem to keep needing it—there seems to be a 
baseline rate of addiction which does nat increase or decrease, 
despite laws and social changes. 


School 


Drug education has changed a lot since legalization—fewer 
scare tactics are used, and kids are taught more about the 
signs of addiction. They are questioned about their parents’ 
drug use, and those who are found to be at risk are given 
special warnings and counseling. School children are also 
counseled on less harmful highs like yoga and running. 


Antidrug advertising and education have combined to de- 
glamorize and demystify drug use to the point that it is no 
longer considered “cool.” In Holland, this had already been 
seen with marijuana, where under 1 percent of teens used 
marijuana daily in the 1980s, as opposed to 5 percent in the 
Us. 


Crime 


IY three in the morning when you leave the bar in one of the 
less exclusive parts of town. But since legalization, the crime 
rate there has declined drastically. Before prohibition ended, 
40 percent of property crime was committed by drug users 
to pay for their habits. Now most of them can afford their 
highs, since the cost of drugs has fallen by 95 percent. You 
wolk home without fear; high, not paranoid. 


Prohibition made $150 billion per year for criminals—put- 
ting the drug business at the top of the Fortune 500. Before 
legalization, the United States was second only to South Afri- 
a in prisoners per capita, with a prison population of over 
700,000. Around 1,600 people per year were murdered as a 
result of warring drug lords. You wonder how it went on so 
long. 


Government 


There's a legal age for drug use in all states. In some, alicense 
is needed for first drug use and a five-hour course in drug 
effects is required. In certain places the test involves using the 
drug and being tested while high, so that you understand the 
real effects of the drug. In these states, this license may be 
suspended or changed to “addict” status asa result of certain 
violations. Those with addict status are still allowed the 
‘amount of drugs they want, but they are given counseling 
when they purchase drugs, in hopes of getting them to realize 
that their drug use has possed acceptable levels. However, 
they are not jailed unless they commit a violent crime or drive 
under the influence. 


You wake up, slightly woory 
from the night before, and 
shower. An antidrug commer- 
cial echoes in your head and 
you decide not to go out next 
Sunday night. You're glad 
you're a writer, and you work 
for a company that doesn't 
test you for drug use. 

You think about your friend 
Stephan who's just become a 
cop. He gets tested every 
Thursday—even for alcohol. 

You pick up the newspaper and leaf through it. You'e still 
not used to the fact that there are no ads for drugs of any kind. 
You read the news—crime rates stable for the second year 
running, drug use down in teenagers. Nothing interesting. You 
drink your coffee and turn on your computer. 

Maia Szalavitz 


This article is based on talks with Amold Trebach of the Drug 
Policy Foundation, criminologist Georgette Bennett, Eric 
Sterling of the Criminal Justice Policy Foundation, and Ethan 
Nadelman of the Woodrow Wilson School at Princeton 
University. 


PHOTOS BY LARS KLOVE 


Prince’s Princes 


Five years after a breakup that followed their work in Prince's Purple Rain, did the Time get 
back fogether just as a result of his new movie, Graffiti Bridge? 

‘\ love that," laughs Time keyboardist and vocalist Jimmy Jam. “That's the very first 
question everyone asks us now. The answer is no.” 

According to the band, exactly the opposite is true. Graffiti Bridge actually came about as 
«© direct result of their own decision to reunite and record the new album, Pandemonium. 

“The idea for the movie came after we started to work on the record,” soys Jam, "Prince 
was originally writing it for us. It started out as a Time movie with a cameo appearance by 
Prince, and slowly turned into a Prince movie with a cameo appearance by the Time.” 

The Time, Jam admits, first found success by “basically being Prince's kids” and, asa result 
of the close association, have always had trouble eluding the wide swath of his purple 


It's about Time. 
Minneapolis hipsters 


rewind the 


26 


clock fora 


long-awaited reunion. 


NIGHT OF THE 
LIVING SYNTH 


Ona triple bill with Depeche Mode and Nitzer Ebb at LA's 
Dodger Stadium, English synth supergroup Electronic re- 
cently made their live debut before 90,000 screaming girls 
and angst-ridden boys in what amounted to a Euro-wimp 
Woodstock. 

Itquickly became apparent that Electronic, which consist- 
ed of Johnny Marr and New Order's Bernard Sumner—as 
well as, on this occasion, Pet Shop Boys Neil Tennant and 
Chris Lowe—hadn't performed in front of a large audience, 
much less 0 small-city-sized crowd, before. Sumner spent 
much of his time at the front of the stage, singing occasion- 
ally, pounding out riffs on the keyboards, and generally 
looking nervous. “| was feelin’ a bit jumpy," he admitted 
loter. But Electronic wasn't shy about revealing the fledg 
ling state of their songs. Periodically Sumner would on- 
ounce @ song as “not completely finished.” The crowd 
received them with the curious attention reserved for musi- 
cians that are best known for their more famous bands. 

When asked backstage if the Pet Shop Boys would be- 
come o permanent fixture in the Electronic lineup, Lowe re- 


shadow. 


Barbara Hershey, /eft, and Keanu Reeves tune in to each other. 


Dear Elvis, 

One of the most controversial issues 
of our time is the war that’s being 
fought on drugs. What are your 
thoughts on this subject? 


‘We're appreciative to him for taking us under his wing back then," he says. “Prince kept 
us from making a bunch of mistakes that we would have probably made, and he's sti 
us fo this doy. But this ain’t a Prince thing anymore. I's a Time thing,” 


there for 


Mark Blackwell 


Tune in 
Tomorrow... 


With Peter Falk and Keanu Reeves starring in 
Tune in Tomorrow . . ., you might expect to 
see Lieutenant Columbo investigating the 
River's Edge murder, but this film’s actually 
closer to Peter and Keanu's Excellent Adventure. 
Loosely based on a novel by Peruvian presi- 
dential candidate Mario Vargas Llosa, Tune in 
Tomorrow... . isa period comedy set in 1951 
New Orleans against the bockdrop of o taw- 
dry radio soap opera come alive. 

Folk is a bizorre scriptwriter who turns the 
doily serial Kings of the Garden District into a ratings-grab- 
bing gumbo of lust, incest, and Albanian-boshing. Meon- 
while, he's gathering fresh material by playing Cupid to 
Reeves and his 35-year-old twice-divorced aunt (Barbara 
Hershey). 

Directed by Jon Amiel (Queen of Hearts and The Singing 


plied, “We're just here to play with our friends—at least we Tim Wooten Detective for the BBC) and featuring the New Orleans sounds 
all have the same taste in music.” Greenville; South Carolina ‘of Wynton Marsalis and the Neville Brothers, Tune in Tomor- 
Lauren Spencer row . . . is not your typical Hollywood fare. In fact, it was 

Dear Tim developed and dropped by two major studios before Cine- 


Skinny, white, English, and proud: Neil Tennant, Jeft, and 
Bernard Sumner. 


Well son, offe thing I know about is what 
kind of terrible things drugs can do to a 
man. And anotietithirigr know about is 
fighting wars. Bufdet ie tell you, when I 
was in the agmy, mg.and\my,buddies might 
have drunk & beer/or twWe'on weekends, but 
we sure as helhnevexdtaing drugs. I think 
it’s a disgrace ifGur boys\¥re out there 
trying to fight a waMore@rugs. No good war 
could ever be fought with them in that 
condition. What's this country of ours 
coming to, anyhow? 


Seriously, 
Elvis 


com shelled out a couple of million to make it last summer. 
Even after that it was shaky—literally—when Hurricane 
Hugo blew away parts of the North Carolina sets. 

But, as in all movies these days, there’s a happy ending, 
Fake New Orleans sets were replaced by real New Orleans 
locations. Falk has his funniest part since The In-Laws, Her- 
shey is @ gentle kiss as the sadder-but-not-much-wiser older 
woman, and Reeves finally shows audiences what he's 
been showing casting directors for years. This Canadian 
pretty boy has landed a series of big films—Dangerous Liai- 
sons, Parenthood, and I Love You to Death among them—but 
his appeal remained a mystery to many. Tune in Tomor- 
row... banks on Reeves's charm — and he pays off 
with interest. 


Joey Berlin 


The diamond people® 
For the store nearest you and our free 4@"s Quality Booklet, cali800 647.0012. 


This car will 
do wonders 
for your Image. 


(And ours.) 


The new Scoupe. 


If you've ever thought about driving a car 
with lots of built-in style and fun, you've come 
to the right ad. Introducing the all-new Scoupe, 
from Hyundai. 

What's that you say? You didn't think cars with 
lots of built-in style and fun are built by Hyundai? 
Take a few moments to look at the pictures. 

Enough about style? Then on with the fun. 

A multi-port electronically fuel-injected over- 
head cam engine provides the Scoupe'’s motive 
force. Put more simply, when you step on the go 
pedal, youre gone. 

If you like to take the occasional spirited turn, 
the Scoupeis a willing accomplice. With a suspen- 
sion engineered for performance, Scoupe handles 
curves like they were invented for your personal 
entertainment. 

And while every Scoupe rolls on steel-belted 
radials, the Scoupe LS comes equipped with none 


* SEE DEALER FOR DETAILS. FOR A FREE BROCHURE AND THE DEALER NEAREST YOU, CALL 1-800-826-CARS. DO BUCKLE UP. DON'T DRINK AND DRIVE. © 1990 HYUNDA 


other than Michelin P185/60HR-14s. That's French 
for low profile and high performance. 

But you don't even have to leave your drive- 
way to start enjoying the Scoupe. Because the 
good times begin as soon as you open the door. 

Scoupe's contoured sport bucket seats invite 
you in and make you feel at home. You can adjust 
the driver's seat on the LS six ways for a truly 
tailored fit. 

Crank up the four-speaker AM/FM stereo 
cassette, standard on Scoupe LS. Or slip a disc 
into the available CD system. And get lost in the 
pure, clean sound that some people never even 
get to hear in their own living rooms. 

Power hungry? The LS dishes up power 
windows, power mirrors and power steering. 
To go along with the power front disc brakes that 
come with every Scoupe. 

Scoupe even satisfies the part of your con- 
science that's purely practical. With a surprisingly | 
roomy trunk. Split fold-down rear seats that make 
it even roomier. Map pockets and other handy 
storage spaces. A 3-year/36,000-mile no-deductible 
bumper-to-bumper limited warranty.* And a full 
year's motor club membership providing 24-hour 
roadside assistance and a lot more. 

Now then. All that's left is for you to pick a color 
(there's eight—take your time), and break the news 
to your friends. But you” better be prepared. 


Your image, and ours, 
HYUNDAI 


will never be the same. 
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Too White, Too Strong, Too Much Joy 


Iv'sa typical Friday night in Hollywood, Florida, and over at Club Futura under- 
cover cops are arresting the live entertainment. Only this time it’s not local 
rappers 2 Live Crew, but Scarsdale, New York, rockers Too Much Joy. The band 
had just performed a set largely comprised of reworked 2 Live Crew songs, in 
what lead singer Tim Quirk calls “the only kind of political protest, we're com- 
fortable with—not self-righteous and preachy, but fun.” 

‘The fun abruptly ended after the show. “On stage there was this abstract 
concept of ‘I guess this is against the law,’ " Quirk says. “But afterward, there 
‘was the reality of‘Oh my God, there arehandeuffs on my wrists.’ Club Futura 
owner Ken Geringer (whois now marketing “Broward County: Censorship 
Capital of the World” T-shirts) and three of the four members of Too Much 
Joy each face a possible thousand- 
dollar fine and up to a year in prison 
if convicted on the obscenity charges, 
(Drummer Tommy Vinton, who 
doesn't sing anyway, escaped in a 
disguise.) 

Too Much Joy has had its share of 
unnecessary trouble with the law, 
having recently been sued by Bozo 
the Clown (ak. Larry Harmon) for 
sampling his dialogue on their song 
“Clowns.” They got out of that one by 
simply dropping the sample, but clear- 
ing themselves this time around prob- 
ably won't be so easy. 

“We could actually do time for this,” 
admits guitarist Jay Blumenfeld, “That 
would kinda suck.” 


Too late to turn back now: Too Much Joy 
gets busted. 


Mark Blackwell 


In Foxboro, Massachusetts, 40 National Guard officers in full night-vision- 
goggles-and-radio regalia invade a Grateful Dead concert. In northern Califor- 
nia, 88 soldiers wearing camouflage and carrying M-16 rifles storm the small 
town of Garberville in search of pot plants. 

The Garberville raid, called Operation Green Sweep, has been widely ridi- 
culed because of the small number of plants the Guard actually found. But ad- 
ministration officials defend the raid as symbolic of the government's 
commitment to the drug war. 

‘The government's approval of a $45 million budget devoted to fighting do- 
mestic marijuana growth means that incidents like these will become far 
more common. According to Kevin Zeese of the Drug Policy Foundation, a non- 
profit group that presents alternative policies to the drug war, this policy is 
“the opposite of what our country has stood for throughout its history. The 
government is seriously out of step with Americans.” 

Other critics question the logic of the Pentagon’s commitment to fighting 
marijuana growth when crack use is rampant, while marijuana use is at its 
lowest point in 15 years. However, domestic marijuana production has more 
than doubled in the last 5 years, becoming a $20 billion-a-year industry. Not 
wanting to be viewed as “Yankee hypocrites,” the government has adopted this 
tough stance to set, an example for other parts of the world, like Latin America, 
where it hopes military force will be used to destroy coca crops. But to infil- 
trate a Massachusetts rock concert. or a town like Garberville, California? 
“This is a real sign of desperation,” Zeese says. 

Mary Ann Marshall 
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Todd Rundg} 


The ballad 
of 
Jesse Helms 


The most controversial unreleased 
song of the month among record-in- 
dustry insiders comes courtesy of 
Todd Rundgren. Recorded live in San 
Francisco last July, and possibly 
meant for his forthcoming live al- 
bum, due out in January, “Jesse” 
contains the following lines: “When I 
say wanna fuck you, Jesse /I wanna 
fuck you, Jesse! / Wanna fuck you, 
‘cause I got every right / To love a 
man who's stupid, ugly, and white /T 
gotta say ‘Fuck you, Jesse Helms.’” 

In ensuing verses, Rundgren adds 
‘Tipper Gore and Pope John Paul IT to 
the cast of this very catchy tune. 

Astonishingly, The Hollywood Re- 
porter headlined its story about the 
song: “Critics Fear Rundgren Ballad 
Will Add Fuel to Censorship Fire.” 
‘The thrust of the piece was that “an- 
ticensorship activists” are worried 
that the song will become a weapon 
in the hands of the right wing, 

Eric Gardner, Rundgren’s man- 
ager, comments: “Anybody who sug- 
gests that something like this should 
be suppressed because it risks a re- 
sponse from the opposition has al- 
ready given up the fight. I was 
absolutely flabbergasted when The 
Hollywood Reporter called and 
asked me for a comment about 
the anticensorship faction being 
alarmed that this was going to cause 
a backlash. That's the whole idea of 
the song. I was offended by that head- 
line. I'm surprised the paper wasn't 
yellow.” 

By the way, if Helms is defeated 
next month, the song “Jesse” will 
probably be deemed untimely and 
left off the album. One could live with 
such a disappointment, 

Danny Fields 


dissing the Senator. 


Shades of 
Buddy Holly 


At five in the morning on Monday, 
August 27, a helicopter crashed near 
East Troy, Wisconsin, killing 38- 
year-old rock/blues guitarist Stevie 
Ray Vaughan. The copter hit a man- 
made ski hill about three quarters of 
a mile southeast of the Alpine Valley 
Music Theater, where Vaughan had 
Just finished performing with his 
brother Jimmie, Eric Clapton, and 
Robert. Cray. Charles Comer, a 
spokesman for Vaughan in New 
‘York City, said the guitaristhad been 
anxious to take the shuttle-copter 
back to Chicago's Midway Airport, 
asking if he could take the last seat 
ahead of the other entertainers. 


Stevie Ray Vaughan: a tragic end. 


Easily recognized by his black bo- 
lero hat and battered Stratocaster, 
Vaughan formed the band Double 
Trouble in 1981, playing guitar in a 
style that combined the best of Jimi 
Hendrix's sound with that of the 
classic-blues masters. He and his 
brother Jimmie (formerly of the 
Fabulous Thunderbirds) developed a 
love of the blues through listening to 
their parents’ records while growing 
upin Dallas, The Vaughan brothers 
had just finished working on their 
first record together, Family Style, 
produced by Nile Rodgers. On the day 
of Vaughan’s death, Rodgers com- 
mented: “Stevie represented every- 
thing I admire and respect in a 
musician and in a human being. He 
had ability, creativity, and a passion 
for his music and his life which we'll 
all miss.” 

Lauren Spencer 


Bonfire of the sanities: The government smokes some pot. 
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COOKING WITH COCA-COLA 


‘The world drinks 70 million gallons of Coca-Cola 
products every day, most of it liquid. But a few 
hard-core com syrup addicts break the solid food 
barrier, displaying remarkable brand loyalty. 
Call 1-800-GET-COKE, and the Coca-Cola 
Consumer Information Center will mail you two 
booklets of recipes that incorporate Coke. Savor 
German Saverbraten, Fruited Pork Chops, or Twin 
‘Cheese Dip ("A piquant, fluffy cheese dip for raw 
vegetables, a spread for cocktail breads oF 
crackers, or even a sandwich filling.") The French 
to their cuisine; in America, our 
drugs of choice are sugar and caffeine. 


pour wine 


Founded by the twentysomething veterans of the 
slicker fashion monthlies, Stop is on onti- 
fashion, pro-style, ecoconscious magazine that's 
‘more concerned about gorbage than Gaultier. 
Though Stop gives lots of space to 
unconventional young designers, it also instructs 
readers 1o check dumpsters for inspiration. 
"We're showing people now that they can wear 
ld wallpaper for pants and look totelly fierce,” 
says 23-year-old publication director Walter 
Cessna. “Stop looks ahead and sees that 
fashion can no longer not be political.” Stop, 
235 E. 26th St., Suite 4C, New York, NY 
10010. 


SICAL HANDS 


‘Musical Honds are the newest must-have for the 
sgadget-loving (and tone-deaf). Like 
Spiderman’, these gloves have finger sensors 
that activate by closing your hand or tapping 
your fingers. The eight notes (no sharps or flats) 
produce a sound more rer 


iscent of a Hallmark 


‘musical card than anything else. Future models 
include a thythm function, but no MIDI 
interface—yet. 


LOOMPANICS UNLIMITE! 


Serving millions of fringe info-gatherers daily, 
from thieves to killers to law-enforcement 

Is and their fans, Loompanies Unli 
the Looney Tunes of totally cool texts. No ttle is 
to0 focused or flagrant for those hepcats of out- 
there lit, John Minnery's murderous six-volume 
How to Kill series tokes © gruesome stroll from 


apices Pe «| 


al: 


ol ed is 


unarmed killing to using cars as death weapons, 
The bitter and brazen Harold S. Long militantly 
instructs on “confronting the law in a poverty- 
motivated act of crime" in Successful Armed 
Robbery, Making Crime Pay, and How to Get 
Started in the Illegal Drug Business. Then there ore 
nice little tomes like 101 Sucker Punches, The 
Vigilante Handbook, Close Shaves: The Complete 
Book of Razor Fighting, How to Kill Tanks, and the 
‘yummy Unmentionable Cuisine, which gives 
remarkable recipes for horse, dog, cat, reptile, 
cond insect dishes. Allin all, o smorgasbord of 
wild ideas, Loompanics Unlimited, P.O. Box 1197, 
Port Townsend, WA 98368. 


BIRKENSTOCKS 


Hippie shoes gone haute couture? Birkenstocks 
joined the retro-chic hall of fome this year when 
models at « Ronaldus Shamask show sported 
them with everything from men’s business suits to 
women's sunning suits. Ecofashion has pole- 
vaulted the status ofthe only recyclable shoe 
(the company makes repairs) that comes in 133 
siyle and color 

combinations. Violet and 


forest are the 
clodhopper colors of 
the moment; a line of 
desert hues will appear 
next spring 


ELECTRONIC FRONTIER 


After armed federal agents seized thousands of 
dollars worth of computer equipment from 50 
‘mostly teenage computer hackers, Grateful Dead 
yy 
cand Mitch Kopor, author of Lotus 

1-2-3 software, formed the Electronic Frontier 
Foundation to defend the hackers. (Although 
only five of them were actually orrested, most of 
the equipment seized was not retuned.) Mindful 
of the foet that the Grateful Dead and their fans 
have long been involved with computer 
technology, Barlow says o 
‘about civlizing the digital fron 
habitable for ordinary folks.” 
out! 


ist John Barlow said enough is enough. He 
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On top of the world with a new solo album, Jon Bon Jovi still 


moonlights in the heart of rock’n’roll. By BOB GUCCIONE, JR. 


1. “VOO-HOO! PLL MAKE YOU FAMOUS” 


J 


knows he's rich, successful, on top of the heap, that he 


ON BON JOVI doesn’t know he's cool. He knows 


;omething, but doesn’t really know what. He 


wears the time-honored pop mantle of heartthrob. He 
knows that in certain conditions he has power and, like 


ails most of his life with those favor- 


an expert sailor, s 
able winds behind him. He thinks he’s a good musician, 
songwriter and entertainer, in fact he’s pretty sure of it, 
but balances that with the automatic, mandatory, and 
perhaps even superstitious disclaimer of humility. He 
knows that he is not thought of as hip, accepting this 


cold fact the way someone with a limp accep! 


s the by 
now customary and therefore numb pain of walking. But 


fame has meant that even positive reactions to him are 


mostly too diverse and unclear, from the meltdown of a 


fan in his presence to the inevitably encountered syco- 


phancy, to know if he is cool. 

The barbecue is at Gene Ullman’s house. Gene is the 
road manager for Southside Johnny and the Jukes, who 
are playing at a local club, CPI, in Hampton Bays, Long 
Island, tonight. All the Jukes, with the arrival of Bon 
Jovi, are now present and accounted for. 


Bon Jovi is wearing a lime-green base: 


PHOTOGRAPHS 8B 


Y 


wards, a black T-shirt, jeans,and sneakers. He looks fit 
and relaxed and he smiles broadly as he kids with the 
other Jukes. They call him Mel 


short for Melvis, long for 
Elvis. 

Jon relishes his role in the group. He is their rhythm 
guitarist, getting paid $75 per diem, traveling between 
gigs on the bus with the band, unannounced, although 
by now the “secret” is out. A USA Today article has pub- 
licized the Prince and the Pauper aspect of Bon Jovi's 
appearance with the group. But this is no God-descend- 
ing-from-the-clouds-to-play-with-the-mortals act. He 
takes it seriously and the rest of the band genuinely like 
him. Mostly, he has a lot of fun playing, and likes being 
just an employee, not the guy having to worry about ev- 
ery aspect of the gig. Southside Johnny was his hero 
when he was starting out ten years ago and Southside 
produced demos for one of the first bands Jon was in, 
called the Rest. Once, when Johnny headlined at Free- 
hold Raceway in New Jersey, he put the Rest on the bill. 

‘The USA Today reporter covered the Washington, 
D.G., show at which Southside, so incensed at how bad 
the 


ound was, threw a monitor off the 


stage. 


felt bad about screaming ‘You suck’ at the sound 
guy in front of all those people,” says Jon, “and now it 


winds up here in the paper.” 


ANTON CORBIJAN 


TF Pere 
7 @ vet #3", 
rs ; Fy -. 


x’ 


4 
AY is 


36 


“He did suck,” retorts Southside. 

“Yeah, he really did.” 

“Puck him.” 

“Have you gotten the bill yet for the 
monitor?” 

“Not yet,” grins Southside. “That 
won't be the first time I'll get a bill for 
sound equipment, anc 
last.” 

“L know that!” 

“One time, the sound was so bad, I 
broke off the mike stand and took the 
broken end and"—he grits his teeth 
and makes a two-handed stabbing mo- 
tion—“went and poked each monitor 
out, right in the middle of the fucking 
speaker.” 

‘The ages wouldn't permit it but the 
different kind of years lived by both 
men suggest it, that they are in a way 
rock'n'roll father and son. Sitting side 
by side under the back porch light, 
carly-40s Johnny Lyon's features sug- 
gest the journeyman entertainer, the 
guy who should have been a contend- 
er but who somehow never got the ti- 
tle shot and who has gruelled out a 
good, honest, working-class career. 
His face, topped with neat, sandy cot 
ored hair, is character-lined and ex- 
pressive. Bon Jovi looks like he will 
never get old. 

Jon has just heard that “Blaze of 
Glory” will be No. 1 in the following 
week's Billboard chart, his fifth No. 1 
single. Everyone at the table congratu- 
lates him. “Thanks,” he says, in his 
whiskey-and-honey voice. The album. 
will be No. 7. Like a serious baseball 
player, he knows his stats. Southside 
smiles warmly at him. 

Like simple treasures brought to a 
cardinal for blessing, pieces of blank paper and 
newspaper clippings are put under Jon’s nose by 
some of the wives and relatives of the group for him 
to autograph, Gene's mother asks him to sign a lo- 
cal magazine article whose headline covers half a 
page proclaiming: BON JOVI TO PLAY AT CPL 

Atthe club, there is a pervasive awareness of Jon. 
Everyone, in varying degrees of effort, is looking for 
him. If the exact same crowd were actually back- 
stage at a Bon Jovi-headlined show at nearby Nas- 
1 Coliseum, there would be, without question, 
excitement about him. It's the delicious tease 
of his proximity. 

On the small stage, Jon is contained, like an exot- 
ic animal. It is interesting to watch crowd reaction 
to him, a mixture of excitement and curiosi 
Throughout the roughly 2000 audience, and mostly 
towards the front, there are some women who are 
definitely fans, whether of his music or not I don't 
know. They are more than entranced; they look as if 
they're each having sex with him, bouncing and 
grinding in place to the live soundtrack of their fan- 
tasy. For his own part, he occasionally teases them, 
attacking the edges of the stage, bending his legs 
like scissors opening, splaying his guitar in front of 
him like a giant white phallus. Mostly, though, he 
stays back, careful never to steal the limelight. 
cing him this up close, as opposed to at an are- 


won't be the 


na show, his natural star quality is as obvious as it 
would be watching Michael Jordan shoot hoops in a 
playground. And it’s not just his looks; it’s a combi- 
nationof those, a lithe, exuded sexuality, and innate 
charisma. And it's something else too, a sort of ce- 
lestial ordination, because being a rock star is the 
result of both ability and election and cannot be 
achieved with just one and not the other. 

But this was Southside's show. He dominated it 
with a possessed passion, grabbing the crowd and 
mesmerizing it. The songs were tight and polished 
and his singing gave them an invigorating power. 
‘There was a thrilling sincerity to every one of them. 
As he stood at the tip of the stage, spotlit, in his 
soaked T-shirt with his hair matted to his forehead, 
stamping his foot in time, and pumping his arm, he 
looked like a stubborn beacon of rock'n'roll genu 
ineness in the apparently endless, sprawling artifi 
cial turf of corporate-sponsored and Top 40 radio 
sanitized rock culture, And you had to wonder how 
itishe never made it, why the gods made him Tanta- 
lus and Jon Bon Jovi, Apollo. 


TT" HIGHWAYS IN NEW JERSEY seem to go no- 
where. They seem to have nowhere to go. 
Perpetually in motion, they are rushing black rivers 


carrying a traffic that never seems to arrive. It's not 
just the commute to New York, or the passing 


Jon Bon Jovi: the best of the Rest. 


through the state to the Midwest or the South, it’s 
that New Jersey is restless and unresolved, as if the 


whole state i nded in that awful period of 
adolescence when the soul is overwound, 

Off the highways, its towns have invisible bor- 
ders on the streets that connect them. It’s as if they 
too never end, never rest, but are a continuum run- 
ning into itself, blurring its distinctions, equalizing 
its demographics. ‘The wealthiest town has a 
grungy, blue-collar drinking man’s bar. All the din- 
ers smell like air fresheners and are too bright at 
night. In the evenings, there are always cars with 
the headlights on in the parking lots of the Dairy 
Queens, and there is always someone in the lighted 
bus shelter, and, like temples to the restlessness, 
the gas stations in town are almost always open. 

Which helps explain the rock'n'roll that native 
sons Bruce Springsteen, Bon Jovi, and even Bon 
Jovi protégés Skid Row have made successful. 
More than just homage to simple values and people, 
it is the articulation of restlessness and 
unresolvedness, 

Springsteen's songs are harder edged, more 
pained, and seedier; Bon Jovi's are more naive and 
not necessarily less painful, but younger and there- 
fore feeling the pain less, but both define the exas- 
peration, Not as hopeless or desperate as they 
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might appear on the surface, they are a combina- 
tion of resignation and defiance. You could call it 
the New Jersey sound, the sound of the generic 
American experience. 

A couple of weeks before the Long Island show, 
on the 13th anniversary of Elvis Presley's death, we 
are sitting in Bon Jovi’s den, watching the evening 
news’ reports of the annual vigil at Graceland. One 
network has scooped the others by unearthing a lo- 
cal cover group, one of many that thrive like mush- 
rooms in the departed King's shadow, that is 
actually kin to Elvis. The Hacker Brothers are Pres- 
ley's cousins and, by virtue of this, claim that they 
are preserving his musical heritage. They stop short 
of electing, but not imply- 
ing, themselves to be his 
spiritual heirs. For all their 
sentimentalizing, the truth 
is they didn't even get a 
Cadillac from him. Jon, 
one of two potential El- 
vises in the neighborhood 
(Springsteen lives near- 
by), watches in blank 
amazement. 

After dinner he sprawls 
on the couch with his wife Dorothea to watch a 
video of the movie We're No Angels. He has an 
unplugged electric guitar in his lap and casually 
plays it so that it makes a plinking sound. Each time 
the phone rings, he expresses annoyance but gets 
up, answers it, and stays on the call for ten minutes 
or longer. Then he returns and goes back to pluck- 
ing the guitar. Finally he announces: “This movie 
sucks.” 

“How would you know?” asks Dorothea. “You've 
spent half of it on the phone and the other half not 
paying attention.” 

‘The impression of the rock star as just an aver- 
age, often misunderstood, person has been so delib- 
erately worked by publicity hacks that it has 
become irritably trite. By definition rock stars are 
not average. But a few, like Bon Jovi, try to be, or at 
least they try not to float so far away from the 
earth as to lose sight of it. It is the most they can 
hope for. 

He shows me around his house, which of co 
is not average. In the basement he has built a fair- 
sized studio, insufficient to cut an album but per- 
fect for demos, which is what he uses it for. 
Proudly, he shows me each separate recording 
room. He pulls the protective covering off his mix- 
ing board as if pulling back the tarpaulin from a 
classic car, oblivious to the fact that the console 
would make as much sense to me if it was used to 
land the space shuttle as record something. He 
takes me through the living part of the ranch-style 
house. It is clean, modern designed and tastefully 
decorated. On one wall of his living room hang a 
multitude of framed platinum records. He tells me 
he normally would never invite a writer to his 
home, because the writer might write that there 
were all these records on the wall and give the 
wrong impression of why they were up there. 
“They're there because I'm just a kid that never 
thought he'd be here to hang those albums,” he 
says. His office is set off the main hallway and has 
the comfortableness of the most used room in the 
house. Framed photos of Jon and the band with ce- 
lebrities from Michael Jackson to Cher cover half a 


The rock'n'roll of native 
sons Bruce Springsteen 
and Bon Jovi is the artic- 
ulation of restlessness 
and unresolvedness. 


wall. In one with John Mellencamp, Mellencamp 
looks intensely at the camera. He is in the center of 
the picture, with the band around him, and looks as 
if, in his mind, the picture is only about him, he is its 
star. The guys in Bon Jovi just look happy to be 
there. 


2. BABY, YOU CAN DRIVE My Can 


wy E’LL TAKE THE FERRARI,” We're going for 
a drive. It’s Friday and he has the day 
off, so he's going to show me where he grew up, in 
Sayreville, New Jersey, about half an hour from 
where he currently lives in 
Rumson, an incredibly 
wealthy community 
where his neighbors in- 
clude Geraldo Rivera and 
the auto-parts entrepre- 
neur Roger Penske, as 
well as Springsteen. 

“This is my toy. It's only 
got 3,000 miles on it,” he 
Says as we get into it. Then 
goes on to say that it only 
has 3,000 miles on it approximately six times an 
hour for the next four-and-a-half hours, for a total of 
27 times, I estimate. 

“It's beautiful,” I say, somewhat redundantly. We 
pull slowly out of his driveway, through the auto- 
matic gates. He lives on a dead end and all day long 
kids, mostly girls, sit outside the gate in reverent 
vigil. He waves and smiles to the handful gathered 
now. 

“Why do they just sit there?” I ask, when he tells 
me that he never has any trouble with them, that 
they never climb over the wall. 

“Idon’t know. Why don'tyou ask them, you're the 
journalist.” 

“Tbet this car can really go, ch? It's the sort of car 
you can do 90 in second, right?” 

I didn't mean to give him the idea, God knows I 
wish I'd never said it. 

“Yeah,” he drawled as he opened it up —going 
around the first corner. The G force nailed me to the 
seat. Scenery flashed by, unrecognizable. 

“[ don’t like to open it up around here, of course, 
because you never know who's going to step out in 
front of you.” 

Against the pressure of whatever warp factor it is 
that we're in, I strain to turn my head to see in the 
passenger-side mirror if we have flattened any of 
his neighbors. I don’t see any. It appears that the 
whole of Rumson is being sucked at great speed 
into a V behind us. 

We approach a hard curve that, has one of those 
bright yellow speed-limit signs that you know really 
mean what they say. I passed it the day before and I 
remember it as having read 15 miles per hour. I pray 
that I have that wrong and that it really says 75 mph 
since, I believe, at this point, we are a touch closer 
to that, if not perhaps a hair over it. Prayers travel- 
ing faster than Ferraris apparently, he downshifts 
and we take it conservatively at, say, about the na- 
tional highway speed limit. 

“Feel how tight she handles?” he says, non- 
plussed. “I love this car. But I never drive it. You 
can't take it to the city, it'll get ruined. You can't 
park it anywhere. So I only drive it around here. 
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After the last tour, I'd get in, pop a CD in, and 
just drive around. I'm gonna put it on blocks. 
It’s a shame I can't drive it more.” 

Terrible, I thought. Unhappily, I watch the 
green blur outside my window. When he gets 
on the highway, he slows down to the same 
speed as traffic. Ithink because there are cars 
in the way now. 

I've asked him to take me to see the house 
he grew up in, the one MTV gave away in the 
famous contest. He tells me that it is for sale 
again. This time, though the owners are going 
to have a harder time selling it, or, more cor- 
rectly, they are going to encounter the same 
amount of difficulty anybody would selling 
such a home at this time if they weren't a rock 
star, It was a brilliant business move by Bon 
Jovi. He wanted to move his parents into a 
much bigger house, and he got a good price 
from MTV for the old one. 

We pull up right outside. There is a_ For 
Sale sign on the lawn, and the house is empty. 
It has two floors. We go around to the back 
and peer in the windows. The living room is 
furnitureless. “Looks like the fridge has a leak,” 
Jon says, looking into the kitchen. Behind a chain 
link fence is the raised pool. The cover has been on 
it so long that a foot-deep puddle of rain weighs it 
down. 

We walk back around the house and Jon takes 
me to the side lawn, about ten feet wide to the next 
house. It's the furthest away from the house he ever 
camped out until shooting the “Blaze of Glory” vid- 
co in Utah, he says. He made love to his girlfriend 


Bon Jovi: running solo. 


under a blanket here. He points up to the side of the 
house, “No windows, so the parents didn’t have to 
see what was going on.” 

We get back in the car and as we pull away 
from the curb, he points out a house opposite. 
“See that there? The guy who used to live there, 
AlParinello, was a professional musician, areal 
big deal in the neighborhood when I was grow- 
g up. He gave me guitar lessons. There were 
three of us he taught to play the guitar, me, Dave 


Sabo [now a guitarist in the band Skid 
Row], and some other guy who was in a ga- 
rage band.” 

“What happened to him?” 

“He gave it up. He went on to become a law- 
yer or something. 

“Two out of three ain't bad.” 

“He didn’t charge us for lessons. He didn’t 
like to teach for money. He just liked us, 
thought we were good kids.” 

I asked Jon if he ever saw him. 

“Sure, I see him.” 

Jon drove slowly around the neighborhood, 
pointing out a friend’s house there, someone 
else's there, tapping memories with an imagi- 
nary stick. The houses were all virtually the 
same: two story, little plot of land, porches, 
not run down but not bright either. Trees 
shaded them and softened their age-hardened 
facades. 

“There,” he points. “There. There was 
where I got my first lay. Or if not my first, close 
to it.” 

He drives very slowly, gently down a hill, 
turns a corner, and goes up another street, slowing 
almost to a stop. He points out a drab house with 
paint peeled steps, and tells me that when he was 
14, he and the boy who lived in that house were 
doing drugs and Jon had a bad trip. He was pretty 
messed up on drugs then. The experience so turned 
off drugs, that he hasn't touched them since, 
half his life later. “Nothing, brother man. Not even 
pot.” 

We drive past his old high school—“Jeez-zus! 


They've really expanded it! It wasn't this big when | 
was going there”—taking a right and circling the 
recreation park opposite the school. It too has been 
developed since he was a kid. Or maybe it jus 
seems that way. Every place only really exists for 
the present and inevitably mocks your history. 

We continue down the road the school is on. Jon 
had been told a street was renamed for him, and 
that kids kept stealing the signs, so the local au- 
thorities may just have given up, and the street re- 
verted to its original name. He’s not. sure which 
street it is and, anyway, we don’t see it. 

‘The Ferrari's air-conditioning isn’t working 
(“These cars are made for driving fast. They tell you 
when you buy one, don't expect a decent stereo or 
air-conditioning.”) Jon thinks it’s just out ofFreon, 
0 looks for a gas station to check it out. He finds 
one and pulls in. We both get out and a mechanic, 
tending to a car born in the US.A., regards first the 
Ferrari and secondly the rock star as alien 
visitations. 

“[ think I'm out of Freon. 
me?” 

‘The mechanic and I both go to the front of the car 
and wait for Jon to pop the hood, which-we stare at 
blankly. Jon goes to the rear of the car, where the 
engine is. We walk to the back and the mechanic 
looks the engine over but can't help. 

We drive to the Ferrari mechanic in Red Bank. 
While half the car is being dissembled so that it can 
get the Freon it is in fact thirsty for, Mario, who 
owns the garage, comes up and admires the car, 
walking around it and patting it gently, like a stable 
‘owner patting a thoroughbred. 


you take a look for 


“Eet’s a really beautiful car,” he says to Jon, 
“How much you got on it?” 

“Only 3,000 mile 

“Thave 2,000 on mine.” 

Mario walks around to the front. “I tell you what. 
Are you going to be around on the 25th? On the 
25th, there is a very special exhibition of luxury 
cars like this. A lot of Ferraris’s going to be there.” 
He squeezed his facial features in the expression of 
one who knows he's communicating in a language 
only very few understand. “I'm going to bring mine 
there. You should show yours. There going to be a 
lot of beautiful cars there. You should come, bring 
this.” 

“If 'm around I will, I'm not sure what—” 

Mario has bent down to look at something, now 
straightens up and points to a spot on the hood 
that seems indistinguishable from the rest of the 
perfectly smooth, brilliantly shiny red front. 

“How did you get this dent?” which he now 
touches gingerly, sympathetically. Jon and I both 
bend down to look. I don't see it, and Mario's point- 
ing to it again. We tilt our heads to look from a dif- 
ferent angle. Finally we both see it. Whatever the 
division of a millimeter is, is about the measure- 
ment of this slight interruption in the exact straight- 
ness of the offended line of this car. 

Mario, repulsed by the imperfection, still, brave- 
ly, tells Jon he should bring his (as I imagine Mario 
by now saw it) trashed Ferrari to the show. Mario 
looked like he might cry, like he sees this sort of 
tragedy every day, in his line of work, but that it still 
gets to him. 

‘The champagne of air-conditioning fluids having 


been poured, and the car's rear rebuilt, we leave. 
As he pulls up to the house, a group of girls 
who've been sitting on their car come to life. One 
actually starts flapping her arms and walking 
around in a circle. Jon stops the car, smiles, “Hi, 
girls,” and they approach him with the things they 
want autographed. He asks each girl her name and 
signs. The one who was flapping her arms asks if 
she can have her photo taken with Jon, He says 
sure. She crouches down by the side of the car, 
pla 's, and her mother takes 


her face next to Jon's 
the picture. Suddenly the girl plants a noisy kiss on 
Bon Jovi's cheek. For a split second, before he 
catches himself, he grimaces. 


3. “VOU ARE NOT A GoD.” 
“WHY DON’T YOU PULL THE 
TRIGGER AND FIND OUT: 


IS LATEST ALBUM, Blaze of Glory, requires 
the subtitle “Songs written and performed 
by Jon Bon Jovi, inspired by the film Young Guns 
IP’ to explain itself. It's not officially a soundtrack 
and he refuses to call it a solo album, although it's 
his first without the band and uses guest musicians 
such as Jeff Beck, Elton John, Little Richard,and 
Kenny Aronoff and, slap me if I'm missing some- 
thing, but it seems a lot like a solo album. 
It's an excellent record. I spent fruitless hours 
trying to analyze it for you, only to conclude, finally 
and brilliantly, that it doesn’t need to be analyzed. 


continued on page 92 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 


17 mg. “tar, 1.2 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


“The adolescence of individuals of color becomes atrial 
balloon, a posse sent ahead to scout uncharted social 
and psychological domains. The posse may be killed 
maimed or wounded so that the rest of the society ean 
‘occupy the Social terrain that has been scouted with rel- 
ative personal safety... These kids pose the limit em- 
bodying both what American culture aims for and what 
the cultire must not become. In the same way that the 
deaths of real cowboys, outlaws, adventurers and sol- 
diers made images of these figures safe for general con- 
sumption, elements of the ‘street kid’ figure are 
becoming incorporated into the general American 
character.” 

—Timothy Maliqualim Simone, 


About Face: Race in Postmodern America 


HE GETO BOYS aren't much given to rapping 
' 
' 


L about unity, positivity, and consciousness, Nor 
do they style themselves as prophets or teachers (or 
even role models, come to that). Instead they say things 
like 


is pain, and pain is everywhere” and “Peace is 
adream / Reality is.a knife.” If there's one hip hop band 
in America determined not to be made safe for general 
consumption, it’s the 
Geto Boys from 
Houston, Texas. 

“Itain't nothing but 
a fad,” says Geto Boy 
rapper Bushwick Bill 
of those homeboys 
on the black-consciousness tip. “I've seen these same 
brothers—the ones who wear peace signs and who ev- 
erybody thinks are so positive—talking about what 
bitch they gonna fuck. What happened to ‘She's my 
black sister"? That's just for the wax.” 


It’s not that the Geto Boys haven't tried their hand 
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at message raps. They once cut a track called “You Gotta Be Down,” urging 
their listeners to turn in crooks to their local police. Naturally it was a flop. 

“People don't want to hear that shit,” continues Bill. “People want to hear 
what's going on around them in everyday life—war, blood, violence. It's okay 
for the President to start a war in Iraq, but it’s not okay for me to talk about 
what I see around me in the ghetto.” 

Growing up a dwarf in the Houston ghetto known as Fifth Ward, Bushwick 
Bill quickly learned how to take care of himself, 

“When I first went toschool, people tried to fuck with me,” he says. “They'd 
call me ‘shorty’ and ask ‘How’s the weather down there?’ I just started kicking 
ass. Because I'm short, I have a low center of gravity and I know how to use my 
weight. If don’t want nobody to pick me up, they can't. They'll catch a hernia 
trying. I used to win fights by tripping people or hitting them in the nuts. 
anything to get them to the ground. Then I'd stomp on their arm or their jaw 
until it broke. All that beautiful stuff. That's the only way to get respect in Fifth 
Ward.” 

While developing his martial prowess, Bushwick Bill also found time to 
work on his sexual prowess: “Ever since I was young, girls have had fantasies 
about what it’s like to fuck somebody short. They'd want to know ‘Is your dick 
really big?’ and I'd be like ‘You wanna find out?’ As soon as they saw my dick, 


the same. There's no way to exaggerate the present level of attack against 
African men, i, all hip hop music, whether it be Kid 'N Play or N.W.A. Now, 
someone at Geffen Records is denying any racism in their actions. Yet smart 
black people know better than to believe suspected racists who deny practic- 
ing racism. And the fact that the Geto Boys would be Geffen’s pride and joy 
right now had they been white and talking about brushing off niggers with gold 
chains is the least remarkable fact of this attack—especially since this, in so 
many words, is what the label has just done.” 

Rick Rubin, on the other hand, feels less aggrieved. “I don't feel any animos- 
ity toward Geffen,” he says. “I just wish they understood that I'm proud of this 
piece of art and that's a valid reason to put it out, regardless of what they think 
of this record. | also feel that if the people at Geffen don't like the Geto Boys 
record—and I believe wholeheartedly they don't—I feel bad forcing them to 
put it out. I wouldn't want someone to force me to put out a record I didn't 
like.” Before the Geto Boys were signed, Geffen was troubled by Def American 
releases from Andrew Dice Clay and Danzig. They distributed the records but 
kept their logo off the packaging 

And as for the Geto Boys’ reaction to Geffen? “I hope they all die with dicks 
up their asses,” says Bushwick Bill. 

Made up of equal parts network news, slice-and-dice horror movies, and 


Made up of equal parts network news, slice-and-dice 


horror movies, and everyday Houston-style ghetto reality, it’s easy to 


see why some people find the music of the Geto 


Boys deeply offensive. Liking their work is, at best, a guilty pleasure. 


‘The Geto boys: Houston's nasty rulers of psycho-rap. 


they'd be hooked—always coming back for more, like dope fiends.” Even 
pleasure is painful in the Geto Boys’ scheme of things. 

When asked what sort of life expectancy he could look forward to, living the 
hard-core life in Fifth Ward, Bill replies, “We're dead already.” To illustrate 
this point he tells a story about a friend of the Geto Boys named Darryl Keyes: 
“He was shot eight times and they thought they lost him twice on the operating 
table. We thought that when he came out of the hospital he would be a 
changed man—less violent and not as crazy. We were wrong. Now he thinks 
he’s unstoppable and untouchable. IfI was to put that in a song, people would 
say I was glamorizing violence, but there really are people like that in Fifth 
Ward.” 

‘The Geto Boys’ hard-core attitude has captured Rick Rubin's otherwise 
waning interest in rap. Rubin is the head of Def American, the label he founded 
after leaving his and Russell Simmons's CBS-distributed Def Jam, and the 
Geto Boys are the first hip hop band he has signed since Public Enemy in the 
mid-’80s, Now Geffen Records—the company that distributes Def Ameri- 
can—has decided not to release the record, citing the album's “violent, sexist, 
racist, and indecent” content. (Previous to the Geffen decision, Digital Audio 
Disc Corporation—one of the country's leading compact-disc manufactur- 
ers—refused to press the album.) 

But some see Geffen Records, not the Geto Boys, as the racists. “I've been 
trying to get Chuck D to consider calling one of Public Enemy's future albums 
Appetite for Destruction,” says PE. publicist Harry Allen. “I hope this latest 
round with white supremacy will encourage the Geto Boys to consider doing 


everyday Houston-style ghetto reality, it's easy to see why some people find 
the music of the Geto Boys deeply offensive. Liking their work is, at best, a 


guilty pleasure. The graphic violence and sexual explicitness reach their most 
controversial peak in “Mind of a Lunatic,” when the Boys imagine themselves 
inside the head of a crazed woman-hating psychopath: 


Looking through her window, now my body is warm / She's naked, and I'm a 
Peeping Tom / Her body's beautiful, so I'm thinking rape / Shouldn’ta had her 
curtains open, so that's her fate / Leaving out the house, got the bitch by her 
mouth / Dragged her back in, slammed her down on the couch / Whipped out my 
nightstick and screamed ‘I'm cutting’ / Opened her legs, and commenced to 
fuckin’ / She begged me not to Kill her—I gave her a rose /‘Then slit her throat, 
and watched her shake till her eyes closed / Had sex with her corpse before I left 
her / And drew my name on the wall like helter-skelter. 


But listening to the album Geto Boys in its entirety, it's obvious that what 
offends most people about the group is their lack of linguistic decorum. Take 
away the foul language and most Geto Boys raps contain conventional mes- 
sages about staying in school, staying off drugs, and being proud to be black. 
As for the violence, Bushwick Bill says, “If people believe that the Geto Boys 
really do stuff like on ‘Mind of a Lunatic,’ they must also believe there's a real 
Freddie Krueger and a real Michael Myers.” 

“The Geto Boys tell me the majority of things in their songs come from real- 
life instances,” explains Rick Rubin. “I remember we couldn't finish vocals on 
the record because Willie D [another Geto Boy] had to go to jail for head- 
butting a cop. Life is different where they come from. It's like the Wild West. 
Some of it is fantasy, but it’s not all fiction.” 
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N-THE SUMMER OF 1988, two U-Haul trucks pulled up outside a Manhattan 
artment building. Inside the trucks were members of the Jewish Defense 
League armed with baseball bats, intent upon confronting, as one member put 
it, “a piece of self-hating Jewish trash.” Luckily, Rick Rubin wasn't home 

“Ididn't have a problem putting out-a Slayer record even though their lyrics 
were perceived as pro-Nazi,” says Rubin, an iconoclast who believes that rap 
was born to be bad and that rock'n'roll is as much at home undermining left 
orthodoxies as right orthodoxies. “I didn’t have a problem putting out Public 
Enemy records even though they were perceived as anti-Semitic. I think that 
people should be allowed to say whatever they want and I don’t think that I 
or the PMRC or presidents of record companies should decide what can and 
can't be said. 

“When I first found out that the Geto Boys record was not going to be com- 
ing out through Geffen, I called Jeff Ayeroff, the president of Virgin Records, 
who's responsible for the Censorship Is Un-American campaign. I thought if 
anybody would have an open mind on the Geto Boys, it would be him. He told 
me that not only wouldn't he put out the Geto Boys, he wouldn't put out An- 
drew Dice Clay either. 

“It's funny seeing the white, liberal perspective on censorship. Seeing critics 
talk about Robert Mapplethorpe and Karen Finley as these wonderful artists 
who, in being censored, are being held back from doing their art, while An- 
drew Dice Clay is this vulgar disgusting person who doesn't deserve to be 
alive, much less tell jokes. The difference is that critics like defending the idea 


In the summer of 1988, two 
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Rick Rubin: rock'n'roll iconoclast and purveyor of outlaw music. 


of gay rights, defending black rights, defending women’s rights...but not 
white-trash rights. Andrew Dice Clay should be defended every bit as much as 
Robert Mapplethorpe. 

“Censorship was the big issue at the New Music Seminar this year and ev- 
erybody had their own little narrow concern about the issue. Specifically, I 
remember Jim Fouratt—a gay activist—getting up and asking, ‘How do we 
oppose censorship and not allow records about gay-bashing? And a woman 
got up after him and asked, ‘How do we stop censorship and not allow records 
that disrespect women?’ The answeris you don't. Youcan't. It's one or the other. 
We're not allowed to talk about gay-bashing, we're not allowed ta talk about 
women, we're not allowed to burn the flag, we're not allowed to talk about the 
President, we're not allowed to say anything bad about America .... It's all the 
same. You can either talk about everything or nothing. 

‘What, offends me when I hear a record is not the lyrics but the lack of 
quality. I'm offended by the majority of records that come out, not because of 
what they say but because they're bad records. I wouldn't put out a 2 Live 
Crew record because they don’t make skillful records.” 

‘The lack of “skillful” hip hop artists is something that has bothered Rubin 
for several years. Sometime between the first and second Public Enemy al- 
bums, Rick Rubin began to lose interest in hip hop. “I was a huge hip hop fan 
but more and more the records started to sound the same,” he says. “It was 
just rehash. Artists didn’t want to make great records anymore—they just 


wanted to get paid. People often ask me why I abandoned hip hop. To be 
honest, I think hip hop abandoned itself. I really feel that hip hop left me, 
rather than me leaving hip hop.” He denies that being white ata time when hip 
hop was beginning to take a decidedly black-nationalist direction has anything 
to do with his defection. What he doesn’t deny is his dislike for Afrocentric- 
style hip hop. 

“To be honest, I think the majority of that stuff is bullshit,” says Rubin. 
“People wear Africa medallions because it’s this week's fashion. If next week 
it was cool to wear a KKK hood, then they'd wear that. 

“[don’t think the reason people listen to hip hop is to be preached at. I don't 
think that artists are valid politicians. I'm uncomfortable with people thinking 
that Chuck D's politics are either brilliant or not 100 percent valid. He's a 
rapper, he’s not running for President. You listen to the first PE. album and 
Chuck's talking about riding around in his '89 Oldsmobile and people treating 
him like Kareem Abdul-Jabbar. The political side of Public Enemy only came 
into things as an angle, as something to write about that's different from ‘T've 
got more gold.’ They were college students who had an idea to make cool 
records. I don't think that anybody in Public Enemy at the beginning had any 
thoughts about being able to change the world.” 

Rubin called what he did with L.L. Cool J, the Beastie Boys, and Public 
Enemy “black rock'n'roll”: “Def Jam makes rock records for black people,” he 
claimed at the time, consistently arguing that hip hop had more in common 
with heavy rock and hard-core punk than the disco or soul that it was normally 


armed with baseball bats, intent 


categorized with. 

This was a view not necessarily shared by Russell Simmons, Rubin's Def 
Jam partner at the time. “While I was making records like the Beasties, Origi- 
nal Concept, and Public Enemy,” says Rubin, “Russell was working on stuff 
like Oran ‘Juice’ Jones, Tashan, Chuck Stanley, and Alyson Williams. I didn’t 
particularly like those records, and we had disagreements. I remember him 
asking me why I was wasting my time on a black punk-rock group like Public 
Enemy who weren't going to sell any records: ‘Why waste your time on that 
garbage when you can have number one hits with the Bangles?’ I said, ‘Russell, 
this is my favorite record in the world.’ It’s funny now reading magazines, 
where Russell s overed PE. Leaving Def Jam had as much to dowith 
wanting to remain friends with Russell as anything else. 

Rubin not only left hip hop and Def Jam—he also left New York, relocating 
to Los Angeles, where he set up a new label, Def American. He's now a familiar 
sight on the Hollywood club circuit—schmoozing at the Rainbow, or cruising 
down Sunset Boulevard in his black Corvette. It's an ideal rock'n'roll lifestyle, 
clouded only by the Geto Boys dispute. 

“A major factor in leaving CBS was that they wouldn't put out my Slayer 
album,” Rubin says ruefully. “I've spent two years developing a relationship 
with Geffen, and it would be a shame to have to leave over this record. It's just 
a question of how comfortable I'll be with staying.” 

At press time Rubin hadn’t found a label to distribute the Geto Boys 
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Has Axl Rose 

lost his appetite for 
destruction? 
DANNY SUGERMAN 


reports. 


VT the kindof club that’s known for 
s visiting rock royalty. An exclusive mem- 
bers-only club at the Beverly Hills end of Sunset 
Boulevard, the joint is known more for its actors 
than its rockers. On the crowded Friday night when 
I walked in the door, Charlie Sheen and Bruce Willis 
were there; Sylvester Stallone had just left 
© when I passed a table and heard my name 
alled, I stopped, turned around, and did not look to 
see who was sitting at the full booth until it was too 
ate. I was standing at the table, shaking hands with 
Josh, the young actor who had called me over. The 
guy hadn't let go of my hand, but [et go of his when 
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he said, “There's someone I want you to meet. Ax 
Rose, this is...” 

Iwasn’table to make arun for it. They didn't have 
what anyone could describe as a “user-friendly” im- 
age, and from what I'd heard through the grapevine, 
no one in the band’s camp was too thrilled with the 
idea of my doing a book on them. But in writing 
about Guns N’ Roses, I wanted to find out for myself 
why the music I loved most seemed to be made by 
people who seemed destined to live the shortest 
lives. I wanted to know, ultimately, the answer to a 
question that’s been gnawing at me for more than a 
decade and that has never been satisfactorily an- 
swered: What's so good about bad? What is this re- 
lationship between self-destruction and creativity? 
And what role does the audience play in thi: 

I could understand why they didn’t want a book, 
or anything for that matter, written about them. Ev- 
ery time they appeared in the press, it was bad 
news. But in my research, I'd read over three thou- 
sand pages of Axl Rose talking, and what I had yet 
to find was an interview with Rose where he went 
beyond the already-known story. No one chal- 
lenged him. Everybody kissed his ass. Everything I 
had read was safe. And Guns N’ Roses aren't safe. 

But I liked that they were weary of writers. It 
meant that this bad-boy image wasn’t all hype— 
just the opposite—they wanted to play it down. 

And I also knew that Guns N' Roses own this 
town—they rule the molten belly that is the heavy- 
metal scene in L.A.—and | wasn't looking forward 
to the night when I finally bumped into them at the 
Whisky or the Rainbow or the Roxy. They were 
gonna thump and slice me. Nevertheless, I had con- 
tinued my travels into their turf, note pad and tape 
recorder in hand, waiting for the inevitable. 

Since I hadn't moved, they hadn't either. Then 1 
got a good look at them. First, Izzy's pupils weren't, 
pinned from his smack habit, as I would have 
guessed, Nor were his pupils overtly dilated, indi- 
cating withdrawal. He must have been clean. The 
other thing that impressed me was that Axl seemed 


“I went to Morrison's 
grave site last 

year. | knew I could go 
the same way Jim 

did, that I could go 
down in flames, 
crucify myself on the 
altar of rock’n’roll. 


I could sacrifice myself 
like Morrison did, 


if | wanted to.” 


like a nice guy—though a little out of his element, 
with his Speedo pants revealing the shocking white 
legs indigenous to his fair-haired body. And he had 
a beard, red, matching his hair, and round wire- 
rimmed glasses. And even though Bar-One was 
noisy, Axl and Izzy both seemed subdued, content. 

I was still standing there—at a loss for words— 
when Axl asked me if I wanted to sit down, asking 
his wife of two weeks, Erin Everly, Don Everly’s 
daughter, to make room for me. I sat: next to Axl. 

“We have a friend in common," I said to Izzy. 

I mentioned a onetime Iranian heroin 
connection. Izzy seemed to be having trouble 

recalling a face to go with the name. 

“The guy with needle marks on his neck,” Axl 
prodded. We all nodded in agreement. 

“I'm glad we finally got a chance to meet,” I lied. 

Izzy was leaning over, trying to hear me and Axl 
above the music being blasted. 

“On the other hand,” I said to Axl, “I was sort of 
dreading it as well.” 

“Well, that BAM article didn't help.” 

I knew what he was talking about. A writer 
quoted me talking about drugs and music in gener- 
al, and then the editors made it appear I was ad- 
dressing Guns N’ Roses directly when I said, “I 
like Icarus—someday you have to learn. Those 
wings are made of wax, and they're gonna burn.” 

“Come on, Axl,” I pleaded, “surely you've been 
quoted out of context befor 


's 


He nodded and seemed to accept my 
explanation. 
“That's it? That’s why you guys are so pissed off 


at me?” asked, still unsure if that was all there was 
to it. It was important to me that he believed what I 
had told him, so I launched into a further explana- 
tion of what I really thought of the band and their 
mythology: “See, [told that writer that most people 
don't remember that Icarus’s father didn’t follow 
his son’s stupid example; in fact, he had warned the 
son not to fly too close to the sun, which is a good 
metaphor for what parents tell their kids-The father, 


by flying low, made it across the water to the she 
Yet Icarus wanted that heat, that thrill; wanted 
burn with what Oscar Wilde called ‘that hard ge 
like flame,’ But like the moth that flies too cle 
mesmerized by the fire, he got consumed by i 
his own appetite for destruction.” 
Fortunately, Axl understood what I w 
about. “We heard about your book on 
time,” he said quietly. “Everyone wagipi 
for everything we did, We couldn’ 
looked was you were just some: 
name to get some money.” 
“The reason I wanted to do a bi 
was to show that we need Guns 
plained, “to show that even if ever 
et ‘just said no’ tomorrow, our cull 
would still need someone to cele! 
the great self-immolation trip. 5\ 
hired someone to do it. It's as old 
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you remember where you were when you had you fist Jack Dane’, drop usa line and tell us about it 


FOLKS OFTEN ASK US if there really was 
a Jack Daniel. Well, there he is up on the left. 


Keeping his old photo around (as well as the one 
of his nephew, Lem Motlow) helps us keep true to 
their whiskey making methods. You see, we still 
smooth out our whiskey in exactly the 
same way our founder prescribed— 
mellowing each drop through hard 
maple charcoal burned right here on 
distillery grounds. We think Jack 
and Lem would still approve the 
results. And after a sip, we think 
you'll approve them too. 


SMOOTH SIPPIN'’ 
TENNESSEE WHISKEY 


Tennessee Whiskey * 40-43% alcohol by wolume (80-86 proof) « Distilled and Bottled by 
‘ack Daniel Distilry, Lem Motiow, Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop 361), Tennessee 37352 
Placedin the National Registerof Historic Places bythe United States Government. 


AMERICA 
is STILL. 
A GANE 
SHOW 
FROWN 
HELL. 


Donald Trump: the Game Show? 
LEGS McNEIL explores the fine art of 
capturing the emotional reality of polyester 


on the eve of World War Ill. 


COULD HAVE STAYED on the train forever—just kept going on the Trans- 
American Amtrak, smoking cigarettes and writing and looking out the win- 
dow and being alone. It had been a while since I'd sat alone in a room with 

52 _ myself, giggling for hours at the ridiculousness of my own thoughts. 

‘And I was savoring every goofy minute. Except that every night, I had to 
shave, put on a clean black shirt, don my black leather jacket, and get pinned 
against the hallway wall by the lost fat ladies in their bug-eyed glasses and 
frosted hair as I tried to make my way to the dining car for dinner with the rest 
of the passengers. 

“Jo Ellen, is this the way back to our seats? I could have sworn we came this 
way! 
I'd stand there with my nose pushed up against the glass, staring out the 


¥ 
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window at the toxic-waste dumps of a dying manufacturing culture, wishing 
that America would go ona dict as the fat ladies tried to squeeze by, desperate- 
ly searching for their rightful seats, 

“I don’t know Barbara Jean, but if you ask me, we never came this way 
before.” 

Yeah, the train hallway was a veritable mine field of lost fat ladies, but the 
things flashing by the window were even more horrifying. White mountains of 
discarded refrigerators. Rolling hills of mangled sofa beds. Tangled lots of rust- 
ing shiny things that once said, “Ifyou buy me, your life will be complete.” To 
say nothing of the heaps of dead automobiles, washing machines, and house- 
hold appliances. All the way from New York City to Chicago it looked like 
the train tracks were surrounded by the rotting carcasses of game-show 


prizes. The train was awash in waves of the Big Winnings, after they'd been 
used up and thrown away because everyone had gone looking for something 
even shinier. 

When the pork queens in polyester finally managed to squeeze by, I'd arrive 
in the dining car a little flatter, hoping for a quiet dinner. Then a cigarette in the 
lounge car before I retired to my sleeping-car berth for the evening. But it 
never went that smoothly. As soon as I entered, everyone seated at the ta- 
bles—happily gnawing on their piles of fried chicken and mountains of 
mashed potatoes—came to a screeching halt as I waited to be seated. The 
faces clustered around the Amtrak dinner tables would scrunch up into per- 
plexed balls of confusion, trying hard to comprehend my invasion into their 
sacred nightly feeding frenzy, and I would think, “You know, folks, you're just 


as weird to me as I am to you—so fuck off.” 

I'd been living in New York City so long that I'd conveniently forgotten 
about the other America. The real America that eats supper at five and can 
converse for years on the subject of potato salad. The families all open pre- 
sents under the tree on Christmas morning and go to church and salute the flag 
and cut out Peanuts cartoons to hang by the Xerox machine at work—the 
America that still believes it lives in a Norman Rockwell painting, even when 
the rusting barrels of dioxin are pushing up through the front lawn. The Amer- 
ica that only wants you if you fit in with everyone else at the shopping mall— 
and that definitely has no use for me. Yeah, it was that America’s dinner I was 
interrupting. 

So I did my best to smile 

and project an extra- 
pleasant demeanor, trying 
to reassure them that I 
was just there for dinner 
as the porter seated me at 
the “children’s table.” 
Which was fine with me, 
because now I figured I'd 
finally have someone in- 
teresting to talk to. 
‘Wow, a real live Boy 
Scout. What's happening? 
What's shaking? What's 
going down? Like, where's 
the party? God, I haven't 
seen areal live Boy Scout 
in years. You know, I was a 
Boy Scout once...” 

Like I said, I'd been cooped up in my berth all day. 

The Boy Scout stared back at me with a look that said his mother had 
warned him about talking to strangers like me. I had forgotten that they still 
made people as innocent as this. He was a tall blond Nordic-looking kid, 
dressed in his summer uniform, a neatly ironed handkerchief around his neck, 
a short-sleeve regulation shirt with the badges all sewn on to specification, 
short uniform pants, and knee socks. God, he looked antiquated. And com- 
pared to the 12-year-olds I was used to seeing—the little crack dealers on my 
corer—this guy was a living anachronism. 

“You were a Boy Scout?” he asked, finally accepting the fact that he was 
stuck with me for dinner. “How far did you get?” 

He nailed me on that one. Even though I'd been in the Boy Scouts for two 
years, I'd never made it above the rank of Second Class, just a notch above 
Tenderfoot. Which is to say I was a lousy Boy Scout. 

“Ah, um, well, ah, you know, ah, those were different times, and ah, well, 
um—I made it to Second Class. 

Even though the kid was trying to hide his smirk in a mouthful of mashed 
potatoes, I couldn't help but marvel over how clean he was—his skin was so 
unformed he was still waiting to develop fingerprints. It had been a very long 
time since I'd seen anyone this untainted. And I couldn't help wondering if I 
had really been like this once, before all the booze and the broads and the 
nights that ended at noon. Had I really been a geeky guy in short pants looking 
forward to summer camp? I had to travel through light-years of memory, but 
the answer was yes. But it had been a long, long time since I had lived in that 
America. 

“Hey, what's that Scouts’ saying?” 

“What? What saying?” 

“You know, the one where you pledge to do good all the time?” 

“The Scout Oath?” 

“Yeah, how does that go?” 

“You want me to say it?” 

“Yeah, please, if you don’t mind.” 

He shrugged his shoulders, looked around the dining car to m: ire no 
one was watching, then barely above a whisper said, “On my honor I will do 


Donald Trump became the 
living embodiment of guilt- 
free greed, unshackling 
America from its shame of 
obsessive want. He was 
rewarded with the highest 
honor in the land—a half 
hour of paradise every night 
where everyone goes 

home a winner. 
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my best to do my duty to God and my country and to obey the Scout Law; to 
help other people at all times; to keep myself physically strong, mentally 
awake, and morally straight.” 

“Wow, morally straight—it's kind of fuzzy, but I guess | musta taken that 
oath once, too.” 

“If you were a Scout, you did,” he assured me. 

“Yeah, and I guess I must have believed all that 
stuff once, too.” 

» what happened?” he asked earnestly, hoping 
for a clue so he would know what to avoid, know 
what to stay away from so he wouldn't end up as an 
intense 34-year-old degenerate who had to spend 
the rest of his life sitting at the “children’s table.” 

Outside, the train was running through the foot- 
hills of the Rocky Mountains, somewhere between 
Chicago and Albuquerque, and with the sun setting 
over the tall pines dotting the golden cliffs, you 
could almost. believe this was the Home of the 
Brave and the Land of the Free. 

Almost. 

But the stench of the rotting industrial carcass 
that had fouled the train from New York City all the 
way to Chicago was still fresh in my memory. The 
mountains of discarded possessions were still a ghostly reflection on the 
glass. 

Yeah, what had happened to make me not believe anymore? Was it Viet- 
nam? J. Edgar Hoover? Watergate? Nixon? Agent Orange? Friendly fire? Lee 
Harvey Oswald? The Flying Nun? Sithan Sirhan? The New Newlywed Game? 
James Earl Ray? Charlie Manson and the family? The EPA? Lebanon? Benson- 
hurst? Tipper Gore? ‘Tompkins Square Park? Jimmy Swaggart? Altamont? 
Reagan? Jane Fonda? Yuppies? Jim and Tammy? Donald ‘Trump? Dr. Nick? 
Ivan Boesky? Michael Milken? MTV? 

Or was it the comforting thought that, while madness continued to flourish, 
abrainless wonder like our Vice President was running home to watch Ferris 
Bueller's Day Off on his VCR? 

I didn’t know how to answer the Boy Scout. But as the teams of F-15 jet 
fighters were beginning their 12-hour flights to Saudi Arabia, 30,000 feet above 
our dining car, followed by C-130 transport planes filled with tanks and troops 
and nerve-gas masks —as part of Operation Desert Shield —I knew the kid 
was going to find out the reality of modern America for himself, And a lot 
sooner than he would ever want to. 

So why spoil his dinner? This America never wanted to know anyway. This 
America had better things to do with its time. 


REALLY DIDN*T matter where I got off the train, The killer-mall mentality 
was waiting at every turn. But somewhere around Wilmington, Delaware, I 
started to get antsy. 

She said her name was Gloria and that she was a psychic from Mississippi 
on her way to Atlantic City to make her fortune. I met her in the bar car, the 
only place on the train where you were allowed to smoke; it was filled 24 hours 
aday with malcontents like me whose inward dis: tions have manife 
ed themselves in a never-ending quest for instant gratification. Nicotine. Alco- 
hol. Sex. My people 

As much as I hated to admit it, | knew even the drunken, smoking, horny 
underbelly was just another side of the killing sameness. Crack addicts or 
Republicans, homeless or a house in the Hamptons, it was the same despera- 
tion. The same gnawing, driving, killing quest to be filled up by empty prom- 
ises, whether that promise was clouds of crack or an Isuzu jeep with four- 
wheel drive, a handful of junk bonds or another billion barrels of oil. 

It was all the same, because in the end you were still left wanting more. 

Gloria’s nipples were permanently erect under her T-shirt from the train’ 
air-conditioning, I bought her beers and admired her chest. She tried to tell me 
my fortune. 

“Listen, I don’t want to know,” I 
that counts, but how you get there. 

“You really don’t care where you end up?” 

“No, just as long as the path is interesting. I get bored easy. What-about 
you?” 

“Me? I want it all. The house, the cars, the kids, the money, the man. ...” 

“How are you gonna go about getting it?” 


id. “I don’t think it's where you end up 


Crack addicts or 
Republicans, homeless ora 
house in the Hamptons, it 
was the same hopeless 
desperation, because in the 
end you were still left 
wanting more. 


ell, that's the problem. I don't have a clue. Where are you going now?” 
“Back to New York, I guess, unless something better comes along. ..." 
‘The line hung there waiting to see if she'd take it. 

“Well, where would you like to end up?” 


“Somewhere where you can hear the screams of 
desperation, where you can see the fine veneer of 
American hospitality being ripped away, and where 
you can feel the desire burning through the 
flesh. 
“God, aren't you just.a big ball of laugh: 
“Yeah, but I'd settle on getting in your 
“Why don’t you come with me to Atlantic City? It 
yunds like just the place you were describing—” 
“Okay.” 

“Shit, you really play hard to get, don’tcha?” 


WW: DETRAINED in ‘Trenton and rented a 
car for the drive to Atlantic City, the 
‘est resort town in the world. And the closer we 

got to the vortex, the better we could see his name 

burned into the skyline in blood red. Trump. The 
jord Universal Dictionary defines “trump” as “one who or that which pro- 
claims, celebrates or summons loudly like a trumpet;a playing card of that suit 
which for the time being ranks above the other three, so that any one such card 
can ‘take’ any card of another suit; to get up or devise in an unscrupulous way; 
to forge, fabricate, invent.” 

Never has such an evil modern man had such a descriptive name: Trump. 
Lying. Taking. Boasting. The all-American hero. 

And to see it hanging above this wasteland—burning through the clouds of 
desperation and doom in huge bloodred neon—was all too perfect. 

‘The second thing you notice coming into Atlantic 
City is the ugly poverty that surrounds the c 
nos—huge malls of everything-that-glitters  sur- 
rounded by muddy puddles of complete 
hopelessness. The casinos are enormous buildings 
that need to suck in hundreds of thousands of dol- 
lars.a day in order to keep going, to suck in bus after 
bus of losers to keep the machine running while 
just outside the doors—literally across the street— 
are small decaying tenements, filled mostly with 
blacks staring at the steady influx of money and 
wondering how to get some. 

Why can't they cross the line of demarcation? 
How did things get to be so glaringly separate? For 
Atlantic City is where the Other America and the 
Real One converge in an orgy of greed and despera- 
tion. Clotheslines of ragged clothing in front. of va~ 
let parking. The place where the national character 
is finally, and never more frighteningly, revealed by 
casinos and slums side by side, on streets that be- 
came the names on the Monopoly board. 

Ventnor. Connecticut. Boardwalk. Chillingly fa- 
miliar, yet I never imagined the reality could be this 
grotesque. But thanks to legalized gambling, the 
board has been updated, as if a giant psychic heli- 
copter dropped the gambling malls in the vacant 
lots of Watts. Now, it has all come together in a 
great hideous, glittering, rotting, shining, disgusting 
splendor. 
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hall be revealed," I said to. 
Gloria, “but this is ridiculous. Well, which Trump do 
you want to stay at, the Trump Plaza, Trump Taj 
Mahal, or Trump Castle? 

“The Castle.” 

“You got it. But, why there?” 

“Where else would you keep the treasure?” 

“You really think anything good can be found in 


‘The producers of Trump Card are banking on the name to sell it. 


this place?” 
‘Sure, What about all that cash?" 

“The Big Jackpot? But in this place, money isn't money—it's only a tool to 
get more. And in this place you can never get enough.” 

“Have you ever heard the term ‘killjoy’?” 

The valet whisked the car away to the huge garage of free parking at the 
grand entrance to ‘Trump Castle and we rode the steep escalator up to the 
lobby filled with hideous glass, shiny metal, and red plush whorehouse carpet- 
ing. A mad mix of everything unnatural. And wandering around the place were 
the same people I had interrupted at dinner every night on the train. The cli- 
mate-controlled air was thick with the smell of petroleum-based fibers. Yeah, I 
was real close. You could almost taste the dull, metallic juice of emptiness. 

“I'm going to hit the blackjack table!” Gloria gushed. 

“Well, I'm going to bed.” 

“You're just a laugh a minute.” 

“Should I get one bed or two?” 

“I don't know. Depends on how lucky you're feeling. So, how lucky do you 
feel, eh, punk?” 

“Right, then two beds.” 


LORIA SAID THE GUY with the sideburns and rust-colored leisure suit 

was still standing there dropping the coins into the slot machine when 
she came to bed at five. She noticed him because his eyes were so bloodshot it 
looked like he was openly weeping as he poured the tokens into the machine 
and tugged on the lever. Here it was afternoon—we'd already had our eggs— 
and he was still at it, the obsession in complete control as he stood there 
chained to a dream that lied to him over and over. But somehow he chose to 
skip reality and still believe. 

Believe that the next time it was gonna come up a winner. Okay, not that 
time. But this one. Okay, okay not those times—this one, this time for sure. ... 
And it just kept going. 

“Jesus, greed is such a boring vice. If he wants to shoot the works, why 
doesn't he just buy a bag of dope, cook ituup, and say 
‘Good night, Gracie’?” I was mumbling to myself as 
we stood and watched the rust-colored polyester 
leisure suit absorb the guy's perspiration. His face 
was drenched in sweat—his open shirt dark with 
wet spots—but the suit was just drinking up his 
juices and dying for more. It was as if the suit were 
getting stronger, more brilliant with texture, while 
the flesh and blood inside it drained away. I almost. 
expected that when I turned away, then looked 
back, the guy would've disappeared, replaced by a 
bellboy carrying a neatly hung suit in plastic up to 
the room of the next victim. 

I could understand addiction, the desperate need 
to get off now. That I could understand—getting 
off, running away, getting out of it. But not this. Not 
this game where the payoff never came. There was 
never never any great warm sensation that melted 
cover you. Just the frantic, desperate effort to score, 
and constantly getting beat. Like being a drunk with 
an endless case of the d..’s and never being able to 
find that bottle you hid away just for the occasion, 
but searching for it till the end of time. 

Yeah, here, everyone was getting Trumped. 

Here, nobody ever came. One huge circle jerk 
where the orgasm was always just around the cor- 
ner. Because here everyone was feeding Donald's 
insatiable hunger. Yeah, America had become a pyr- 
amid of obsessions. All the small fish had only one 
goal in life: to feed the bigger ones. It was a brutally 
evil thought to think that everyone's job here was to 
help Donald ‘Trump maintain his total focus. And 
though I didn't know it yet, Donald had devised a 
way tomake his self-obsession a national pastime. 

Donald Trump became the living embodiment of 
guilt-free greed, and through his arrogance, Amer- 
ica was unshackled from its shame of obsessive 
want. And Donald was rewarded with the highest 
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“DOWN TO EARTH is a fitting title for 
this hard-hitting set from the most 
prodigiously gifted new wordsmith 

of the 90’s*’ 
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DOWN TO EARTH 
THE NEW ALBUM 
featuring 
“MONIE IN THE MIDDLE” 


PRODUCED BY ANDY COX AND DAVID STEELE OF 
FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS 
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honor in the land—a half hour of paradise every night where everyone goes 
home a winner. 

If Vanna White and Pat Sajak are the true objects of America's affections, 
our true spiritual leaders who soothe us through the night by distracting us 
with all that glitters—our prince and princess of Greed, Escape, and Simpli- 
city—then it only scemed fitting that Donald be awarded the chance to de- 
throne them in the form of Trump Card, with its 
host and hostess Jimmy Cefalo and Debi Massey. 
Donald's name was all that was required; Jimmy 
and Debi would do the r 


ACK INTHE CASINO, Lwas starting to salivate. 

Being a man who spent twenty years look- 
ing for another tallboy of Budweiser, it was starting 
to make me nervous watching the addicts at the slot 
machines, desperate to get off and never getting 
served. My physical circuitry was switching over to 


Coming into Atlantic City you 
notice right away the ugly 
poverty that surrounds the 

casinos—huge malls 
of everything-that-glitters 


those high intensity pinpoints of brilliance, those tiny specks of piercing hys- 
teria that brought it all back. And I knew that while there had once been some- 
thing more, now there was only madness. 


EE, 'D SEEN those lights before. It was my first trip to the insane asy- 
lum. I was 22 and had turned green from not eating solid food for 3 
years. | had already given up eating anything except 
the stuff that came at Happy Hour: goldfish, pea- 
nuts, chicken wings, and those great meatballs with 
the little toothpicks. But even then, I'd only take a 
few bitefuls and order another drink to wash them 
down, until it was just easier to wash the drinks 
down without anything in the way. 

What few friends I had left decided it wasn't natu- 
ral and sent me back to the suburbs to get a second 
opinion on my weirdness. The hospital was nice 
and clean, and I shared a room with a sweet, young 


i insatiable-hunger mode. It was bringing on all surrounded by aly who thou he yas fe Christ. But he com- 
the want in me. mitted suicide on a weekend pass. 
“Come on. | got to get outta here...” muddy puddles of complete He kept saying, “Will you believe I'm him when 
“Where are we going?” Gloria asked. I'm gone?” 
“Anywhere, just out of here.” hopelessness. And Td tell him, “Hey, I believe you now, so don’t 


Hed the way out of the maze and back into one of 
the huge corridors. One way was back to the lobby, 
and I was hoping the other was outside—maybe by the pool—some fresh air. 

“What's wrong. You look kind of green.” 

“I'm feeling kinda bad, I think I need some- 

“Hey, look! We can be on TV!" 

We were standing outside the King's Court showroom as a huddled line 
of gawking fat ladies were being herded into the casino amphitheater. 

“No, no—not the fat ladie: 

“Oh balls, would ya stop putting everything down! | shoulda known ya 
woulda been a downer when you asked for two beds. ...” 

“Oh yeah, try having sex in this place and your skin will turn into plastic. ... 
Don't you get it that there's nothing here? Just the psychic drainpipe where all 
the emptiness collects. ...” 

“Listen, I've had enough of your bullshit,” Gloria yelled, as she pulled me by 
the arm past the fat ladies, “Just shut up and take me to be on TV!” We fol- 
lowed the end of the line inside to our seats in front of the stage where local 
comedian Jimmy Craine was already onstage warming up the audience. 

“Lhaven't been this excited since I wore aluminum underwear ina lightning 
tell ya, this is exciting! Welcome to Trump Card, the game show; 
we're so glad you're here. ... We've already given away almost $45,000 today, 
huh, We've done five shows; you're the fifth audience. The fifth audience is 
usually the nuttiest and the goofiest, right? 

“Yeeaahh!” the audience shouted back, the smell of money thick in the air, 

Jimmy Craine looked like a man who had sold his soul to Satan in exchange 
fora bad punchline. And now he had to pay the price, descending into this hell 
of trying to infuse life and energy into a crowd of people whose orgasm in life 
is buying Birds Eye vegetables frozen in their own plastic serving pouches. 

“Are you excited?” he asked. 

“Alright, now how does the game go?” 

“Jim, how does the game go?” the audience mimicked feebly. 

“Well, I'l just tell ya. The game goes like this—it's kinda like bingo with 
numbers. You all know what bingo is, right? Anybody go to the VFW? The 
American Legion? Where do you go? The Catholic church? Yes, Catholies are 
great gamblers—rhythm bingo'—if you don't get the rhythm, bingooooo! You 
know what I mean? I'm tellin’ ya, it’s unbelievable. But it is like bingo with 
questions and you have to get the four corners of your card covered up. The 
second round is a five-in-a-row, and the last one is to cover all, okay? So that's 
how it works, that’s how the game goes, and the bonus board comes down and 
that person has a shot at winning $10,000,which is a hell of a lot of money.” 
Okay, now that’s all there is to it, ya know? 

“Stand by,” comes a voice from the control booth. “Here we go: airtime, 
folks... Be with you in justa second, Jim. ... Rolling... five four, three, two— 
From the spectacular Trump Castle in world-famous Adantic City, it’s 
time to play television's nonstop game of money... Trump Card!” 

‘And as it was all erupting, I knew I was at the place where the dots in the 
television sereen originated. And just above the game-show set, when the little 
lights began to flash, I knew I was in the heart of America. It was the lights, 


jon's 


go anywhere. I need someone to keep me 
company.” 

‘And he'd say, “Maybe you believe me, but they don't.” 

He was right. But the hospital wasn't about believing anyone, it was about 
science. Better living through chemistry. 

And just to convince you that technology could cure all, they had a little 
room in the basement where they kept the machines that measured your 
weirdness, Where they took you to shove the rubber piece in your mouth, 
sponge down your temples with the goo and send the volts zapping through 
your brain to wipe it clean, The place for the quick fix to get rid of all the 
weirdness. 

Idon’t know if they ever took Jesus down there—he didn’t live long enough 
to tell. But they did take a guy from group therapy to fry his brains. He wanted 
to drive nails into his children’s heads. 

Every morning the group therapist would sit there, smugly asking everyone, 
individually, how he or she was feeling that day, and when she got to him, you 
knew it was going to get intense. 

“[ just want to drive nails into my kids’ heads,” he'd cry in this hideously 
pathetic, child's voice. “I'm sorry, I can't help it; I think I'd better go now.” 

And his rocking was so furious that the orderlies would be summoned, the 
stretcher brought out in the hall. He'd be strapped in and placated while he 
waited for the little room in the basement to be prepared. 

And every morning, when the orderlies came to get him, I would start to 
giggle. I just couldn't help it. And slowly the sickness inside me would build; 
the laugh would come and I would explode in hysterics at the thought of this 
poor dumb bastard going down to the basement to have his brains fried be- 
cause his coping skills had gone by the wayside. 

Just fell out of my seat ina fit of hysterics, without a single ounce of compa 
sion because I, too, was mad—scared shitless that no one would react any 
better when they came to get me. 

So I knew where I was going when they came to take me to the basement. 
Only I didn't get the shock treatment; I escaped from there long before that 
could happen, But on my first trip down there I did get the lights. It’s called an 
clectroencephalogram—EEG, for short—a painless little tool that’s used to 
measure the weirdness in your brain. The punch of electrodes to your 
head and stick you in front of a bunch of strobe lights and induce an epileptic 
fit. See how much you can take, 

And even with your eyes shut hard—trying to jump into the blackness—the 
lights get through, faster and faster and you can feel yourself getting muddled, 
the circuitry overloading, the full weight of madness taking control. 


T' Y WERE USING the same lights to introduce the show. 

“Lonce had God for a roommate, but he committed suicide,” | told 
loria, “Maybe all this is my fault.” 
“Hanging out with you, I don’t blam 
Yeah, it would have been much easier to careen through this place drunk 
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iami Beach. South Miami 
M Beach, to be exact. The Art 
Deco section starting at First Street 
at South Point and following Ocean 
Drive North to about 23rd Street. 
Forget Coconut Grove, Key Bis- 
cayne, and all those Architectonica 
buildings in downtown Miami. 
Cross the causeways to the hottest 


spot in America. Here’s where models, photographers, Euros, and South Americans flock. 


New Yorkers fly down for weekends. Clubsand 3% _ restaurants sprout faster than 


flamingos fly. The mood is Latin and hot. The Deco buildings along Ocean 


Drive and Collins and Washington Avenues are aij © chockablock with stuff happening. 


(Barrington Models; Hair and makeup: Scott Weinstein/Page Parks Models Rep., Miami; Boys: Miamis best 


Photos: Daniel Kron; Model: Ni 


Along the Ocean Drive 
“strip” the action is 
nonstop. Beauties pa- 
rade down to the beach 
to get into thong biki- 
nis—or to go topless, 
though a law was re- 


cently passed forbid- 


ding nudity. 
It's a nonstop party—from Penrod’s Beach Club at First Street where bikini contests, volleyball tournaments, and outdoor 
reggae bands draw the students and muscle builders, up to the Eurobeach at Tenth, and across the “ Drive” to the News Café— 


a favorite sidewalk spot perfect for watching. A must-stop anytime of the day or night. 


1, Bathing suit: Porto do Sol 


2,3, 4, Overalls: Esprit; belt: 
Scooter; sunglasses: X-I 
watch: Sector shoes: Nike Aqua 
Socks. 


5. On the Strip—shorts: Zeno; 
boots: Code West; cop and 
loves: Harley-Davidson; watch: 
Sector. 


6. Volleyball at Penrad's. 


7. Nicole ond the winning 
Budweiser volleyball team— 
bathing suit: Kommotion; cop: 
Horley-Davidson. 


8. Bikini: O.P, Sunwear; boys! 
trunks: LA. Gear. 


9. At the News Café—her shorts: 
Zena; bikini top: O.P. Sunwear; 
boots: Code West; cap ond 
‘gloves: Harley-Dovidson. On 
boys: black vest: Paul Smith; 
purple shirt: River Brand by 
Arrow; dot shirt and shorts: Paul 
Smith, 


10. Nicole with Miami band 
Nuclear Valdez—dress: Yes, 
leather jacket: Harley-Davidson; 
boots: Code West. 


Everything is within walking 
distance. Music blasts from live 
bands at the bars of Deco hotels; 
sidewalk bars like the one at the 
Clevelander hotel attract the col- 
lege crowd. Clubs are sandwiched 
on side streets between Cuban 


diners and take-out joints. 


11. At the Laundromat Café 
with Miomi's Global Tibe— 
Nicole’ top ond velour minis 
Mary Jane Morcasiono; 
shoes: Two City Kids their 
jeans: Levis 


12. At the Clevelander— 
dress: O.P. Sunwear; shoes: 
Two City Kids, 


13. At Tuti Plein—dress: 
Lipservice; shoes: John 
Fluevog. 


14, The Global Tribe's 
turntable at Tuti Plein, 
15, 16. Nylon parka: Esprit. 


Best clubs: the 
Cameo Theater, Is- 
land Club, Tuti Plein, 
Eclipse, Torpedo, War- 
saw, A-House, and 
Sempers. Forget Club 
Nu—it went out with 
Miami Vice. Best eat- 
eries: Thai Toni’s, the 


Strand, Coyote, Joe's 


Photos: Daniel Kron; Model: Nicole/Barrington Models; Hoir and mokeup: Scott Weinstein/Page Parks Models Rep., Miami; Boys: Miami's best 


Stone Crab, Crawdaddy, Puerto Segua, Piccolo Mondo, 
and Café des Arts. Hotels include the fashion-trendy 
Park Central, the Waldorf Towers—a German cata- 
logue-model haunt, and the cheap and cheerful (but 
noisy) Clevelander. 

Great boutiques also dot the area. The dress code is 
as bare and short as possible—tiny bikinis or bright, 
thigh-high swimsuits; cutoffs or hot short-shorts; 
stretchy dresses with cowboy boots and cycle jackets. 

5 Er sb! Guys wear loose 
; LBD trunks anid surling 


gear. 


17. At the Big Fish—shirt: 
Sohora Club; shorts: Levi's: 
sneakers: Nike. 


18. On the beach— 
bothing suit: Kommotion; 
shorts: Zena; belt: Herley- 
Davidson. On boys, lef: 
Cutols: Levi's; right: boom 
box: Magnavox; sneakers: 
Converse 


19. The SPIN A-Team ot 
the Park Central Hotel. 


Neon is still hot, but black is coming 
on strong. The rock’‘n‘roll look pairs 
great-looking shirts with tight ripped 
jeans and—for both sexes—overalls 
and nylon parkas. And running shoes 
or aqua socks. 

Everything in Miami has a hyper- 
real quality. You get the feeling you're 
in another country (perhaps a dream 
of Cuba before Castro?) or stranded 


on a giant tropical movie set. 


BY MARY RUSSELL 
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By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal 
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. 
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Suicides Blamed on 
Music’s Setsn:- 


ong Heavy metal goes on trial in the land of legalized prostitution and gambling, and wins. 


Meanwhile, a relentless prosecution attempts to obliterate the First Amendment. By DEAN KUIPERS. 


—Reno, Nevada, Washoe County Courthouse, Sec- 
ond District Court, July 25, 1990. 2:33 PM. 


TT BALD CHICANERY has caused me to devel- 
op aterse knot of hate under my right eye that 
forces me to squint toward the witness stand. Every 
day this week I've had to flee past the bailiff like a 
possum with headlights in its eyes, wheezing in a 
state of aggravated hypertension. Thirty of the 72 
seats in the paneled gallery are stuffed with round- 
haired ladies from the wash'n'wear set, nodding 
their heads in agreement as the First Amendment, 
gets skull-fucked some more. Another dozen are 
occupied by local reporters and a few metalheads 
who overcame their fear of cops. Twenty or s 
seats are empty. 
s the kind of scene that was never supposed 
to occur in an American court. 

Second District Court Judge Jerry Carr White- 


s prefacing remarks were made two hours 


‘The court has ruled on a number of occasions that 
no type of music is on trial in this case, though at- 
torneys for both sides continue to act as though it 
is... but, in this instance, I will allow [prosecuting 
attorney] Ms. Lynch to make offer of proof that this 
testimony is relevant. 


‘Then, Dr. Robert S. Demski, a San Antonio psychia- 
trist, took the stand to tell the court how heavy- 
metal music initiates violent and self-destructive 
behavior among kids. In his hospital, they have 
banned Judas Priest. 

This “offer of proof” by Vivian Lynch and her ex- 
pert witness has devolved into a long public slag on 
heavy-metal lyrics and imagery, concert ‘T-shirts, 
haircuts—all the way down to how metal bi 
washes listeners to hate high school, rebe 
work in fast-food restaurants, fail 


vy metal on tral 


troopers from child abuse, abandonment, alcoholic 
parents, etc. 


R® WAITRESSES, GRANDPARENTS—even 
‘one of the deputy sheriffs outside the court- 
room—have walked up to me and expressed their 
embarrassment. Nobody here seems to believe that 
thisis really happening. Least of all, the band called 
Judas Priest 

‘Two days before Christmas 1985, a pair of troub- 
led Sparks, Nevada, wasters named Ray Belknap 
and James “Jay” Vance made a suicide pact and 
took turns shooting themselves under the chin with 
Ray's 12-gauge shotgun. Ray, then 18, shattered his 
skull and died instantly. Jay, however, flinched and 


Above left, Tseirp Saduj: (from left) tan Hill, Glenn Tipton, 
Rob Halford, and K.K. Downing. Above, teenage victims 
Ray Belknap (left) and Jay Vance. 
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blew off his face below the ey 
lived, only to die of complications three years later, 
after 146 hours of painful surgery and ongoing psy- 
chiatric therapy. 

Before his death, Jay gave up five volumes of oral 
depositions, in which—he felt—he found the 
source of his death wish: Judas Priest. The pair had 
rocked out to four Priest albums the day of the 
shooting. 

‘These depositions gave rise to a product liability 
suit now called Vance v. Judas Priest. No such case 
has ever gone to trial before in the United States 
Music is constitutionally protected speech under 
the First Amendment. So instead, the family’s attor- 
neys claimed that either CBS or Judas Priest doped 


Priest members grimly survey the courtroom scene. 


x11" poster of thik 


end 69¢ in check or money order (no cash) for h 


the album Stained Class with subliminal messages 
telling Ray and Jay to “do it.” 

Judge Whitehead saved us all a lot of anguish by 
suggesting that ke decide the case, rather than a 
Reno jury. Because of that decision, both sides 
were forced to drop inflammatory testimony. The 
deadly mix of parental guilt, religious zealotry, and 
media ridicule would have skewed the jury and had 
the legal teams dragging 111 witnesses through the 
mud. The suit is potentially worth millions of dol- 
lars in damages, and has unraveled new depths of 
absurdity in moral art critique. 

Since testimony began on July 16, 1990, a B; 


antine procession of so-called expert witnesses 
have slouched to the stand for the families of Vance 
and Belknap. Only about two thirds are actually 


germane to the case involving subliminals. The oth- 
er third have simply been called upon to criminalize 
metal, punk rock, rap, Madonna—whatever. 
Judge Whitehead, who's presided over this case 
ince hearings began in 1986, is doing what he can 
to limit witnesses to stating scientific facts only, but 
even if he manages to pick the bullets out of the 
bullshit, all of this Nazi blather about the degener- 
ate nature of music will be in the transcripts for the 
appeal. In a best-case scenario, the U.S. Supreme 
Court will rule that Judas Priest are protected by 
the First Amendment and that will stave off the 
hundreds of cases expected to follow this one. But 
until then, everyone is stoking for the battle at the 
app 
Most of the outtakes have been about how this 
generation's popular music is dangerous and leads 
to Failure and Death. According to the Recording 
Industry Association of America, 46.2 percent of 
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American dollars spent on mi 
erated by rock'n'roll sales. 

“Don't get me wrong,” 
stand, “I love rock'n'roll.” But he is also con- 
vinced—though he never met them—that Judas 
Priest's records sparked Ray and James to blow 

ds off. He, like many of those who work in 
the emerging cryptopsychology field of “heavy met- 
al, rap, youth gangs, and occultism,” condemns the 
music for communicating a new widespread hope- 
lessness. Dr. Demski calls it “a cynicism, a nihilism 
the result of heavy metal’s desensitizing effect.” 
This nihilism taking root in youth “predisposed” to 
act out their personality conflicts, leads them to 
acts of “rape, self-destruction by drugs, homicide, 
suicide ... and occultism.” 

Dr. Demski and his comrade Dr. Howard Shevrin, 
yesterday's witness, acknowledge that kids look to 
heavy metal for identity and solace—a positive 
identification. But they go on to say that some de- 
mon metal is designed to reinforce feelings of inad- 

m. They accuse bands of 
building a metal cult, which rapes the kids’ thin lit- 
tle wallets for all the album sales they can get. And 
that is why this is being tried as a product liability 
suit. They don’t say anything about metal being a 
voice for millions of bored, trapped wasters. 

Yesterday, we heard from a Christian minister 
who is a self-marketed creator of (and therefore an 
expert on) subliminal self-help tapes—a guy who 
claims his tapes work for breast development and 
curing homosexuality. Tomorrow, an Orange Coun- 
ty probation officer will tell us that Converse high- 
top basketball shoes are occult-related because 
they have stars on the ankles, that leather arm 


‘Set TRE 


bands with studs are weapons for use in musi 
tivated assault (the number one offense among 
metalheads), and that silver jewelry is satanic. 
‘That's gonna go over real big here in Ne 

Iver State. 

Judas Priest are taking the aby 
I feel like I'm in liver crisis. Mrs 
she's going to jump up and bellow 
moment. I slam down my notepad in the back of the 
room and snort in disgust. Little darts come at me 
from the judge’s eyes. The two religious zealots sit- 
ting next to me get up and move away. The bailiff 
stands up and walks over. 

reat, I mutter to myself. Now I get thrown out. 
You fucks—you know? Fuck you! You started it. 

Evidently, I've stepped over the line. I grab my 
recorders and my bag of files and stand up. 

The bailiff stops in front of me. He reaches down 
and prods a metalhead who's slouching down low 
inthe row ahead of mine. The bailiff looks at me as | 
walk past him, glaring into KRNV's TV camera. 

“What?” the kid says, too loud, not raising his 
chin off his chest 
‘You're going to have to leave," says 
What?” 

“Now.” 


FOUR MEMBERS of Judas Priest are sagging 

in their chairs behind the defense table. 

Rob Halford sits demurely in a fine two- 

piece ensemble of gray flannel. He's pouting at Dr. 
Demski, his face tipped in an expression of either 
keen interest or total disgust. The last time the kids 
sitting here saw Rob, he was roaring onstage on a 


Psychiatrists testifying for 
the plaintiffs accuse bands 
of building a metal cult, 
which rapes the kids’ thin 
little wallets for all the 
album sales they can get. 


deafening, fat-blapping Harley-Davidson, dressed 


ing and Glenn Tipton are also wearing beautiful 
two-piece suits. They are noticeably better dressed 
than anyone else in the room, including the judg 

Judas Priest weren't required to be here, al- 
though they've been living in Reno and bankrolling 
lawyers out of their own pockets. The past two 
weeks have cast a rotten gloom over their belief in 
American justic 

Yesterday Dr. Shevrin, an expert in subliminal 
perception who's published more than 50 scientific 


ies to Priest's “Beyond the Realms of Death” and 


critiqued it—not only for content, but for form. He 

said he was genuin at the poetic de- 
ice of juxtaposition—where two images with op- 

posing emotional effe 

they play off one anoth: 

fusion and conflict in the hea 

Oh Lord, I thought 
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And Jack Kerouac. 

And it has been worse, Last week the prosecution 
called their star witness in subliminals, William 
Nickloff—once head of a defunct Sacramento com- 
pany called Secret Sounds, Inc., which made self- 
help tapes. He brought 24-track master tapes of the 
Priest song “Better by You, Better Than Me”—the 
only master tapes from Stained Clas S 
Judas Priest said they could find—and the court 
rocked. But it didn’t rock to Priest. It rocked to 
Nickloff. 

Nickloff came in with a tape player, some equal- 
ization devices, and a Macintosh computer, having 
already reverse-engineered the song and put his re- 
sults on tape. The tape was a remixed, re-EQ'd com- 
pilation of only 11 of the original 24 tracks. The 
seven “do it”s are not audible on any of the individ- 
ual tracks so he slowed them down, digitalized the 
information, and recombined them into one tape 
with the words “do it” supposedly audible. Except 
no one can claim to have really heard it. No one i 

sure if even Judge Whitehead really heard it. Ac- 
cording to Judas Priest, the words are an accident. 
composed ofa drum beat, an exhalation of breath, a 
guitar note, and a cymbal crash. 

Besides the “do it”s, Nickloff found a couple of 
backward messages, which he played off a reel-to- 
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reel machine. The phrase “Deliver us from all the 
fuss” in the song “White Heat, Red Hot,” becomes 
“Fuck [suck] the Lord, fuck [suck] all of you.” The 
words “faithless continuum into the abyss” from 
“Stained Class” sound like “Sing my evil spirit.” 

At the end of Nickloff's presentation, Judge 
Whitehead asked, “If no one was searching for sub- 
liminals in 1978 [the year Stained Class was record- 
ed], why would anyone go through so much 
trouble?” 

Nickloff replied, “I don't know." 

The next witness, a computer expert named Vic- 
toria Evans, stepped up and claimed to find back- 
ward messages saying “Iry suicide, let's be dead,” 
“Brave know suicide is in,” and “It’s dead” in the 
same album. 

But what did the judge hear? 

Later, slinking down the courthouse hallways 
next to guitarist K. K. Downing and the rest of the 
band, everyone seems sunk into a mood. About 
two-dozen protesiing headbangers have been sit- 
ting all day on the front steps of the building with 
signs and a box blasting Ozzy. As we pass beneath 
the “Freedom Shrine,” he whips off his mirrored 
shades and mutters, “Tl tell you, man, it’s real frus- 
trating for us. We had to tear this bloody thing apart 
in our own studio before this whole thing started, 
you know, for our lawyers. If there is an accidental 
sound in there, we know what it is and what instru- 
ments created it, But then we have to rely on some 
jack psychologists for one aspect of this sound's 
impact on the psyche and he has to rely on his engi- 
neer from Oz and no one is qualified to say for sure 


Protesting headbangers fight for their right to party. 


what's in there or how it affects anybody.” 

Elliot Hoffman, the band’s lawyer in New York 
City, says, “In order to find for the plaintiffs here, 
you'd have to assume that there is at work out there 
an Evil Empire of the media and the artist who want. 
to damage the people who are buying their works. 
You hafta be nuts to think that if Judas Priest had 
the capability to insert a subliminal message they 
would tell the fans who've been buying all their al- 
bums, ‘Go kill yourselves.’” 


Ss IX METAL FANS who are hanging outside the 
courtroom join me for lunch at the Burger King 
on Virginia Boulevard, the casino strip with the 
arch that reads “Reno—The Biggest Little City in 
the World.” They're all cutting classes from 
Job Corps, a vocational/adult-education program 


“I'm a parent and I think our 
children can be highly 
susceptible to filth.” This 
from a high-court justice ina 
state with legalized 
prostitution, 24-hour-a-day 
alcohol sales, and round- 
the-clock gambling 
controlled by organized 
crime. 


where wearing colored shoelaces is illegal ’cause it, 
means you're in a gang. Last week they gave an 
American flag to Judas Priest with 250 supporters’ 
signatures on it. Written on the flag was “We Are the 
Defenders of the Faith.” 

ADAM: Metal is the only thing that says how the 
world really is. They want us to say the grass is 
green and the air is clean and everything is beauti- 
ful. And that’s a bunch of bullshit. If you don’t like 
our music, don't listen to it. 

BRAD: [lost my job today because of staying out on 
the streets. But I'd rather lose my job than lose the 
mus 

SHEILA: I thought about suicide. Lots of times. 
DEREK: I think everybody does. 

SHEILA: But you're responsible for taking control of 
your own life. Suicide is never an answer. Music is 
just one thing that helps keep us alive. 


AYMOND EUGENE BELKNAP'S last day as a 

headbanger dawned with a faint pall of opti- 
mism, It was two days before Christmas 1985, in 
Sparks, Nevada. He'd just decided to quit his job 
with a local contractor after his boss had taken his 
week's wages in a drunken pool shoot. 
Aunetta Roberson, had recently separated from her 
fourth husband—Ray’s third stepfather—Jesse 
Roberson, a reportedly violent man who had once 
been arrested for menacing Ray's mother with a 
gun. 

Aunetta, Ray, and his half sister went to get hair- 
cuts and picked up Ray’s only real friend, Jay 
Vance, at his folks’ home on Glen Meadow. Jay was 
scheduled for work at three, 

Both young men floated in and out of jobs for a 
few weeks at atime. Their sporadic careers at Reed 
High School in Sparks came to an end in the tenth 
grade, after hanging out in the parking lot as a cou- 
ple of outcast stoners. Jay had been frustrated by 
being placed in special-education classes to help 
him cope with a learning disability. Both boys had 
been disciplined at school and between them had 
small-change arrest records for theft, fighting, and 
indecent exposure, 

Back at Ray's, the two dipped a few cans of Bud- 
er out of a 12-pack in the living room and then 
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locked themselves in Ray's room. Ray reached be- 
hind the stereo and pulled out a copy of Judas 
Priest's Stained Class record, handing it to Jay. 

“Merry Christmas, brother,” he said, hugging his 
friend. 

Jay knew the album and loved it. He had once had 
all 13 Priest albums that were available in 1984, un- 
tila girlfriend somehow convinced him to sell them. 
Jay had five Judas Priest tattoos on his body. They 
slapped the disk on Ray's turntable and rocked 
while Ray pulled outa half-ounce bag of pot and Jay 
rolled up three joints. 

Ray had made a practice of hiding from his latest 
stepdad, who sometimes locked him in the garage 
and beat him with a belt. He'd only seen his real 
father three times in his life, most recently the sum- 
mer of '85, after he stole $450 from his previous job 
and ran off to see him in Oklahoma, 

Jay had never met his real father (the man his 
mother said was his father had denied paternity). 
Emmit Vance, an avowed alcoholic and compulsive 
gambler, adopted Jay after the boy was 18, Jay 
channeled his aggression toward his mother, who 
had also been treated for alcoholism. Jay tried to 
choke her once while driving on the freeway and 
twice threatened her with a gun. When Mr. Vance 
was asked on the witness stand if he remembered 
that Jay had been institutionalized in 1976 for at- 
tempted suicide—and that he put a gun in his 
mouth and threatened to do the same a few weeks 
after he was released—he said he didn't recall, 

After they'd run through Stained Class one time, 
Ray wanted to put on Lynyrd Skynyrd. But Jay pre- 
vailed, playing other Priest albums: The Best of Ju- 
das Priest, Sin After Sin, and Sad Wings of 
Destiny. 

‘The two of them had often entertained dreams of 
being hired hit men or mercenaries, playing out ka- 
rate fights, and putting half-serious training into 
their fantasies, Jay owned two pistols, a 22 auto- 
matic, and a 9-millimeter, Ray owned a 22-caliber 
rifle, pellet guns, and a 12-gauge shotgun he had 
sawed off and kept under his bed. 

When Jay's parents turned up at Ray's hou: 
drive him to work, a huge argument ensued. The 
pattern was just so tired. That same summer Jay 
had bailed out of the New Frontier drug treatment 
program in Fallon, Nevada, without completing it. 
His drug-use history from another program at 
‘Truckee Meadows Hospital read like a shopping 
list: LSD, cocaine, crack, meth, heroin, angel dust, a 
few barbiturates, and a 12-pack a day. Now he was 
blowing off his job. Jay dove back into Ray's room 
and they shoved a two-by-four under his door to 
keep it closed. 

Stained Class was up again. Jay remembered lat- 
er, in his deposition: “We caught the beer buzz, and 
we started getting amped on the music... We start- 
ed getting this feeling of power, and it was some- 
thing that we got often, you know, and we started 
rocking out.” 

One of the best cuts on the album, “Beyond the 
Realms of Death,” drew the young men’s anger to a 
head. Judas Priest were singing about The Life of 
Ray and Jay, 

“And I said, “This guy is saying, “Leave this life 
with all its sin /It's not fit for living in.” ’ And I start- 
ed listening to the vibrations, and ... [more or less 


continued on page 90 
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hey call it Kulturkampy. It’s a German term meaning “the struggle for culture,” and America is in 

the midst of it, Flag burners outrage patriots in Dallas. A sheriff handcuffs a rapper in Florida. 
Cops shut down a photography show in Cincinnati. In Washington, D.C., a syndicated columnist de- 
nounces the work of a performance artist and she loses her government subsidy. In New York, a 
performance group prepares a show in which Bibles are burned and the concert hall cancels the show, 
Across the country, state legislators and record companies push for the labeling of records. The Nation- 
al Endowment for the Arts is a national political issue. 

‘The national mood is warlike, and not only over Saddam Hussein. Americans are divided about the 
First Amendment and abortion, They are divided along racial lines and about drugs, They are divided to 
an unprecedented extent by class and income. President Bush says “our way of life is at stake” in the 
Middle East, but no randomly selected group of Americans would be able to agree upon what that way 
of life is. 

‘The reason is Kulturkampf. The term was coined in the late nineteenth century by Rudolf Virchow, a 
liberal German physiciatvpolitician. In the original Kulturkampf, the newly unified German govern- 
ment sought to use the power of the government to overcome the influence of the Catholic Church, 
replacing Catholic culture with secular, scientific education. In America’s Kulturkampf, state-spon- 
sored morality is pitted not against organized religion but against the community and culture that 
emerged from the "60s counterculture. 

Despite the way the word is often used, Kulturkampf is not an expression from the Nazi era. There 
was a cultural struggle in Germany in the 1920s and 1930s, and it had more than a passing resemblance 
to America’s cultural conflicts today, but the Nazis didn't call their crusade Kulturkampf. 

In the 1920s, the Nazis believed that the majority of German people were scorned and tyrannized by a 
sophisticated minority. Satirists were mocking the industrious middle classes and the church. Tradi- 
tional values of pagan mysticism and racial purity were ignored in favor of secular cosmopolitanism. 
‘The theater was dominated by pessimists, the s by abstractionists. In the nightclubs, “rotten 
Negro music,” as characterized by the German writer Friedrich Hussong, played while nude women 
danced and homosexuals flourished in brazen violation of prevailing standards of decency. 

‘Today, David Leavitt, a prominent novelist and short-story writer who is openly gay, likens America's 
cultural traditionalists to Germany's in the 20s and °30s. The conservative attack on the National En- 
dowment for the Arts, Leavitt says, is “about trying to eradicate or at least suppress anything in Ameri- 

1 culture that challenges a fundamentalist Christian vision of family happiness that in its- portrayal 
seems cerily similar to Hitler’s artists’ vision of Aryan farm life.” 

‘The connection is not so farfetched. Pat Buchanan—the former director of communications in the 
Reagan White House, and a syndicated columnist who has done much to popularize the notion of 
Kulturkampf—happens to be the country's leading defender of persons accused of Nazi war crime: 

You can call it whatever you want. The war over America’s culture is breaking out all over. 


‘The Censorship Wars 


he debate over the NEA is not about the First Amendment. It is a struggle between two tiny 

interest groups: on the one hand, artists seeking to protect their government stipends; on the 
other, right-wing political organizers seeking to rais¢ money and rally a constituency. These groups are 
clashing because right-wing organizers have not been able to find any other popular issue, and because 
the arts community is in a political mood. But there is no threat to the right of David Leavitt and other 
artists to speak their minds. All that is in question is the privilege of feeding at the public trough. Flag 
burners and 2 Live Crew, by contrast, face real threats to their rights of self-expression. 

Who's responsible fora political situation where unorthodox expression is so controversial? It’s easy 
to blame Jesse Helms, yet the paleoconservatives have always been around. But even in the 1960s, 
when people were really wild in the streets, nobody was proposing amending the Bill of Rights. 

What's different today is that mainstream liberals and much of the 60s generation have lost their 
nerve. Once opposed to the imposition of morality by the state, now they are silent or even supportive. 
In the 1988 presidential campaign, Michael Dukakis was completely incapable of explaining why the 
pledge of allegiance shouldn't be mandatory in a free society. The law banning flag burning that was 
recently overturned by the Supreme Court was sponsored and enthusiastically promoted by Joseph 
Biden, a liberal Democratic senator. Tipper Gore and antipornography feminists gave the Broward 
County sheriff all the cover he needed to move in on Luther Campbell. 

First Amendment issues are largely symbolic, says Michael Kazin, a professor at American University 
and a student of American cultural conflicts; “[They] are a sign of a wider crisis of confidence. It’s hard 
to believe that an art show [of photographs by Robert Mapplethorpe] that received $20,000 in NEA 
funding would be such a big deal if the mainstream culture felt that it was dominant and its values were 
prevailing.” 

With old value: 


failing, the struggle for culture intensifies. 


Madonna in the Abortion War 


bortion is a central part of the struggle for culture. The pro-life and pro-choice movements are 
both efforts to establish a new political/moral order in America. The question of abortion affects 

four central decisions of social life—namely, who to have sex with, and when; why and when to have 
children. Individually, these are personal decisions, Collectively, they shape society and everyday life. 
For pro-life women, legal abortion is a symbol—if not the cause—of the most problematic aspects of 
an individualistic, modern society. It separates sexual pleasure from the role of motherhood and allows 
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the potential human life of the fetus to be subordinated to a woman's econom- 
ic and emotional preferences. 

For pro-choice women, legal abortion guarantees access to modern s 
ety—to meaningful work, a fulfilling family life, and sexual pleasure. 

As with today's censorship wars, the struggle over abortion is rooted in the 
cultural conflicts of the 60s. Abortion, which was legal in the early days of the 
republic, was criminalized in 1873 and remained illegal until the late 1960s 
when several states began liberalizing abortion laws under pressure from the 
emerging feminist movement. The Supreme Court legalized abortion in all 50 
states in 1973. The pro-choice world view was ratified, and the pro-life move- 
ment, which did not exist in the ’60s, emerged almost immediately. The pro-life 
movement quickly moved into alliance with New Right political organizations 
dedicated to restoring traditional values, and a Republican party dedicated to 
advancing the interests of the wealthy. 


The revival of black cultural nationalism deepens the cultural struggle 
around racial issues. Black nationalists can bow out of the mainstream, but 
what are white youth equally disaffected with mainstream culture supposed 
todo? There isn't even a decent counterculture anymore, only isolated subcul- 
tures like punk, heavy metal, and the skinheads. 

If whites aren't comfortable with black culture, about all they have to fall 
back on is fear. The last token of racial idealism in the mainstream white 
community is, ironically, Willie Horton. The convicted black rapist, whom 
George Bush made the centerpiece of his 1988 campaign, is a kind of negative 
ideal, because whites do fear blacks. Bush's demagoguery implicitly recog- 
nizes (and exploits) a fact that a Michael Dukakis could never admit, much 
less honor: that there are real differences of values and interests between the 
black and white communities. 

Willie Horton is a demagogic half-truth because mainstream whites aren't 


What's different today is that mainstream liberals and much of the 
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About the only thing the two sides share is the desire to increase the moral 
influence of women in American society. Not since the temperance movement. 
of 1873 to 1933 has America had such a popular, female-defined political issue. 
‘That doesn't make political compromise on abortion any more likely, but it 
does have a cultural message, i.e, “Papa Don't Preach.” 

Madonna's tale of a woman who chooses neither to have an abortion nor to 
listen to her father’s moralizing is a song from the Kulturkampf. It is a story of 
new values taking hold in the mainstream. These values demand modification 
of the traditional morality organized around motherhood and patriarchy. But 
because an entire way of life is at stake, they are violently resisted. 


Axl Rose Meets Public Enemy 


rowing tension between blacks and whites is another dimension of the 

Kulturkampf, White fear and black pride are at war because the old 
ideal of racial integration is gone. Integration evaporated as a social goal about 
the time Ronald Reagan signed into law the bill making Martin Luther King, 
Jr’s birthday a national holiday. King envisioned integration as a means of 
reforming and transforming American society, of making it live up to its prom- 
ise. If Ronald Reagan could willingly install King as an American hero, then 
King’s ideal had either become reality or it had become meaningless. 

Itis meaningless. King's radical reformism has been swamped by his reputa- 
tion as a modern-day saint. Integration remains a rhetorical goal to which 
politicians and schoolchildren pledge allegiance every January 15. Butin reali- 
ty, only a small percentage of people think integration is a good thing for them 
or their communities. Even the most liberal whites (I'm one of them) won't 
send their kids to mostly black schools, And even the most open-minded 
blacks strive to raise their kids “black.” What self-respecting black parent 
would aspire to a culture whose most prominent offspring is Neil Bush? 

With the failure of integration and the barely veiled hostility of the Reagan- 
Bush years, nationalism is being revived among blacks. In the 1960s, black 
nationalism went under the label of Black Power. It was often apolitical; bla 
groups demanded literally a separate nation somewhere in the South. Today's 
nationalism is more cultural, focusing on demands for Afrocentric curricula in 
schools and for black businesses, publications, and neighborhoods. 

Black cultural nationalism takes many forms. Sometimes it is defensive: 
Half of a Washington, D.C., jury voted to protect Marion Barry from the white 
man’s version of justice. Sometimes it is offensive: Black leaders orchestrated 
the Tawana Brawley farce and viciously attacked the victim in the Central 
Park jogger trial. It can be militant, welcoming white fear and and incompre- 
hension, as in the lyrics of Public Enemy, and T-shirts proclaiming “It's a black 
thang, you wouldn't understand.” It can be conservative: a desire for black 
economic self-sufficiency. And it can be self-confident: If blacks just do their 
thing, whites (and their money) will eventually come around. At the very least, 
blacks and whites have very different views of national life. African Ameri- 
cans, according to pollsters, are far less supportive of Bush's military interven- 
tion in the Middle East than whites. 


so much physically threatened by blacks as psychically threatened. White men 
are losing preeminence in their own culture. Rap, which many whites thought 
would pass, has become the popular music of choice among black and white 
teenagers. On TV, the father who knows best is now Bill Cosby, and Arsenio is 
going to take Johnny's chair someday soon. The major spectator sports, the 
psychic kingdoms of white male America, are dominated by blacks. 

Entertainment in America is increasingly “a black thang,” anda lot of whites 
just don’t understand. Nobody's prepared them for this world in which they 
are almost invisible men. Their fathers had World War II and Korea, unions 
and the Kiwanis Club. They have Vietnam and TV. Young white males know 
less about the world and vote less than any other age or racial group—includ- 
ing young black males. They resent integration, especially affirmative action, 
as an imposition and a threat. They are represented accurately, if not well, by 
the likes of Lee Atwater, Axl Rose, David Duke, and Andrew Dice Clay—men 
who speak the language of the embattled white tribe. 

But while Guns N’ Roses and Public Enemy voice the truths of their audi- 
ences, George Bush offers the country the combination of an escaped rapist 
anda dead saint, thus suggesting that when racial issues are not terrifying they 
are resolved. And the racial/cultural antagonisms grow more bitter. 


Up Against the Wall 


hen President Bush said “our way of life is at stake” in the Middle East 

war, he wasn't just talking about cheap gasoline. He was talking about 
Kulturkampf. The arrest of rappers, proposed constitutional amendments to 
ban abortion and flag burning, and racial demagoguery—all of these things, 
like the occupation of Saudi Arabia, are part of the defense of “our way of life.” 

If you don’t feel included in that way of life, well, the war's on you. 

Remember that before Saddam Hussein invaded Kuwait, Bush was hurting 
in the polls. The bills for the S&L scandal had started coming in. Recession 
had taken hold in a third of the United States. And the American people were 
starting to ask where the peace dividend was. 

It's sitting in the Saudi desert wearing a gas mask. The money is gone, and 
the real problems of the country are off the front page, replaced by the moni- 
toring of Bush's crisis management. He's very good at it. 

Asuperficial national unity prevails. The soldiers in the desert and the wom- 
an on the street say in one breath they support the President. In the next 
breath they assert/pray/hope/assume that somehow war will not come. Inside 
the beltway, the party of war reigns. Experts talk confidently of taking Bagh- 
dad in ten days. Diplomats say that Saddam is looking for a face-saving ges- 
ture. Pundits speak of “surgical strikes” and manfully recommend that 
casualties be tolerated. Virtually none of these comfortable people have kids 
in the armed forces or the reserves. They are not wondering if they, or their 
kids, are going to come home in black bags. 

And maybe the crisis in the Gulf will all end well. But if President Bush is 
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WORDS FROM THE FRONT 


dation. She says the group merely formalizes much 
of what she has been doing for many years—deter- 
mining the very best treatments available to chil- 
dren with cancer and ensuring that families are 
properly informed about treatment risks. Because 


Grace Monaco, a health-fraud attorney who plans to launch an 
AIDS-treatment data base, goes head-to-head with AIDS 
activists, who argue that her affiliations smack of a conflict of 
interest. NICHOLAS REGUSH reports. 


‘ontroversy simmering for yearsover the use 
A« unconventional AIDS treatments is on the 

verge of a full boil. It’s now centered on the 
question of who can be trusted to properly evaluate 
the worth of these remedies, which include nutri- 
tional supplements, herbal therapies, and drugs be- 
ing used or tested in other countries that have been 
overlooked by our own. 

Part of this issue involves the potential for health 
fraud—and it would take someone with the intelli- 
gence of an amoeba to deny that the lucrative AIDS- 
treatment market is ripe for quackery and fraud. 
But despite this threat, most persons with AIDS 
would prefer to have the widest possible array of 
information on treatments available to them so that 
they can make intelligent and informed choices 
themselves, rather than leave their treatments, and 
possibly their lives, in someone else's hands. 

Ifa tough-talking and influential attorney has her 
way, she'll be controlling—with the sanction of the 
U.S. government—the flow of information on AIDS 
treatments herself. This alone has been enough to 
incite the rage of AIDS activists; adding fuel to the 
fire is the fact that the person aiming to power- 
broker AIDS information makes her living as a 
health-fraud attorney, advising insurance compa- 
nies which therapies they should and should not 
have to pay for. 

‘The lawyer, 52-year-old Grace Ann Powers Mo- 
naco, will soon unveil a huge, federally financed 
data base of computerized reviews of the scientific 
worth of a wide array of cancer treatments. She 
would like to offer doctors, lawyers, insurance 
companies, and AIDS support groups the same type 
of information on AIDS treatments. Like the cancer 
project, information on AIDS products would be 
culled from materials found in medical literature, 
informal studies, transcripts of speeches made at 
health fairs, promotional brochures, and legal de- 
positions. The materials would then be analyzed by 
her own handpicked team of experts and any 
claims for specific effects on the body would be 
evaluated. Emprise, Inc., Monaco’s Washington, 
D.C.-based consulting firm, is overseeing both proj- 
ects, and the firm hopes to make a buck: “I have to 
put food on the table like anyone else,” Monaco 
says. 

Monaco is a founding member and chairperson 
of a nonprofit, international cancer-support group 
called the Candlelighters Childhood Cancer Foun- 


some of the families she deals with have children 
with HIV infections, she wants them to have, she 
says, “as much information as possible about AIDS 
treatments so that they can make an informed 
choice," adding that a data base could be beneficial 
to everyone concerned with AIDS. “And what's 
wrong with that?” she asks. 

Plenty, say AIDS activists. Despite the fact that 
Monaco sees herself as something of a radical 
working from within the establishment, activists 
say she is an establishment today, and to their way 
of thinking both the cancer and AIDS data bases 
would be nothing less than electronic blacklists of 
therapies that don't fit into Monaco's 
criteria for determining effective 
treatments. 

And Monaco has a track record of 
rallying against unconventional ther- 
apies. In the late ’70s she represented 
the American Cancer Society in law- 
suits against the use of lactrile, a sub- 
stance derived from apricot pits. More 
recently, Monaco has made part of her 
living as a consultant to major insur- 
ance companies, advising them on 
claims for unconventional therapies. 
Health insurance companies generally 
provide only for treatments that the 
medical establishment deems “reason- 
able and necessary,” and it’s precisely 
this medical establishment that has 
turned a blind eye to a number of 
promising alternative treatments for 
AIDS. i 

AIDS activists argue that this entire 
insurance/medical research complex, 
which puts bread on Monaco's table, is 
not to be trusted, and Monaco is there- 
fore clearly not the person to control a 
nationwide, government-funded AIDS 
treatment data base. 

“We simply can’t trust her because 
of her connections,” says Gene Fe- 
dorko, a member of the New York 
chapter of ACT UP (AIDS Coalition to Unleash 
Power) and president of an AIDS support group 
called HEAL (Health Education AIDS Liaison). 
“Given her background, and considering that she is 
doing this for profit and using government money, 
we feel this represents a conflict of interest. In any 


case, no one has ever asked her to do this on behalf 
of people with AIDS. We have a highly intelligent 
and well-organized community and we can decide 
for ourselves what treatments are useful and those 
that are not. We don't need Grace to tell 


NLIKE THE RELATIVELY mild brand of activism 
that has existed for years on behalf of cancer 
patients, AIDS activism has been explosive. The 
federal AIDS treatment program, for example, hass 
been under steady attack for committing most of 
resources to AZT, while moving at a snail's pace in 
testing drugs that target most of the illnesses asso- 
ciated with AIDS. Activists and many medical ex- 
perts and doctors have demanded that the 
government study alternative treatments that 
might boost the immune system, rather than focus 
exclusively on antiviral treatments developed by 
the large drug companies—such as Burroughs 
Wellcome’s AZT—that fight the virus but, like all 
chemotherapies, are also toxic and themselves 
have the potential to damage the immune system, 
AIDS activists have also become acutely aware 
of the failure of the medical establishment to make 
much of a dent in the eare of most cancer patients. 
According to a report in 1987 by the General A 
counting Office, a congressional body, progress 
treating the 12 most common forms of cancer—co- 


AIDS activists argue that the data base proposed by Grace Monaco, above, 
‘would amount to censorship of many unconvention: 


treatments. 


lon, cervical, breast, and rectal cancers among 
them—has been generally slight. About a half-mil- 
lion Americans die of cancer each year. 

Raising additional concern are the growing num- 
bers of people with AIDS who are turning up with 
cancer—particularly cancer of the lymph system 


continued on page 99, 
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of rock & roll, blues, country and Chicano music-all with 
that indescribable Lobos twist. 


They began in the 80's as an acoustic quartet, and by 


B) the time the decade ended, the group had been voted 


Best Rock Band in Rolling Stone's Critic's Poll, earned a 
Platinum record for La Bamba and fulfilled a lifelong 
dream to record an all-Spanish album with the Grammy- 
winning La Pistola y El Corazén. 

The trick, of course, is what to do next. For Los Lobos, 
its not really that hard a question. You listen to where 
the music takes you. From inside their neighborhood as 
well as travels around the world, they've discovered a 
new musical language. It's still built on rock and rhythm. 


ny 
& blues, but by now Lobos has made it their own. 


The 13 songs on their new album, The Neighborhood, 


are breathtaking examples of what Los Lobos can now 
do with their music All the parts of rock & roll are dis- 

© assembled, re-grooved and put back together with a 

|) definite sonic spin. Its as if the band was challenged to 

,_ sum up everything theyve ever done, but without repeat- 
ing a single note. There are only a handful of bands on the 
entire planet who could rise to that particular occasion. 

Los Lobos has set out for fresh frontiers. Wave when 


they go by. Theyre taking The Neighborhood to the world. 


‘AVAILABLE ON WARNER BROS. CASSETTES, 


THE NEIGHBORHOOD — Comracr Discs ano Reconos 
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te @ “DowN On Tue Rivexsen” 


FEEDBACK 
is BACK. 


“I guess Neil Young is the king of rock & roll. | don’t see 

anybody else on the scene standing anywhere near this 

tall nowadays. ...[Ragged Glory] soars gloriously from 

one raving cut to the next. . .a great one from one of the 
greats...go out and get it’ 

de ee1,— Kurt Loder 

Rolling Stone 


Alter the roaring crunch of last year’s critically hailed 
Freedom album, Neil Young has reunited with the legendary 
Crazy Horse—Billy Talbot, Ralph Molina and Frank “Poncho” 
Sampedro—for their first album together in a decade. We 
don’t have to tell you the results 


Neil Young. Crazy Horse. 


One of rock & roll’s most potent combinations is back in 
action 


WEIL. Younis + 
cRhoy HORSE 


RAGGED GLORY 


Featuring The Song “Mansion On The Hill” 


Available Now On Reprise Cassettes, Compact Dises and Records 


EDITED BY JIMGREER 


Duran Duran 
Liberty 
Capitol 


efore | even heard Duran Duran 
were releasing this album, | 
had a prophetic dream in which 
| was assigned to review something 
new by them. The problem was that the 
only advance copy of the record in exis- 
tence was sealed in a small green suit- 
case, precariously balanced on the 
edge of a big scary iceberg. Two men 
before me had met their deaths trying 
to reach it. But | braved a severe ice 
storm and found the suitcase, after 
which | was ushered into o large 
subterranean ballroom where my 
tenth-grade geometry teacher was per- 
forming a spectacular dinnertime mag- 
ic show. This, however, is irrelevant. 
The record release party for Liberty, 
Duran Duran’s seventh album, is kick- 


ing in at New York's ritzy Giambelli 
restaurant. Attitude is knee-deep. 
Champagne flows freely. A bearded 
sound guy sits in the corner, sullenly 
slogging through Duran history. 

The band, complete with colorful 
fashion-model entourage, strolls into 
the vintage-wine room and the serious 
mingling begins. Making sure | don't 
miss anyone important, | glance over 
an extra guest list I'd pocketed. “I'll 
take that!" snaps the overeager party 
organizer, snatching the sensitive doc- 
ument from my hands. The new album 
debuts over the speakers. 

Liberty shows the band in its most ap- 
pealing form in years. Less murky than 
Depeche Mode and less quirky than the 
B-52's, Duran Duran once again suc- 
cessfully straddle the line between 
dance and rock, having moved over the 
years from extremely danceable rock 
songs to overconsciously synthoid 
dance mixes. The new songs are char- 


acteristically slick, yet stripped-down. 
Effects and samples are minimal. The 
guitar is prominently back and the mu- 
sic is diverse, The opening track “Vio- 
lence of Summer (Love's Taking Over)” 
is @ poppy account of the passion of 
youth, while the album closes with the 
almost dirgelike “Downtown,” a look 
at the sleaze of the mind and the city. 
“Liberty” and “My Antarctica” ap- 
proach a shuffling Soul II Soul beat, 
layered with classic Duran ethereality. 
A couple of the songs, like “Hothead,” 
are stupid and meaningless, but what 
can you expect? This is Duran Duran. 

Keyboardist Nick Rhodes says the 
band intentionally sought a “rawer 
sound” on Liberty, fleshing it out by fi- 
nally adding @ new guitarist and 
drummer to the lineup (a trio since 
1986). Rhodes names INXS as the 
band’s only real “competition,” simply 
because he feels that most music of 
their limited genre sounds worn-out 


these days. He laments the onslaught 
of “classic radio" filling this void of 
fresh music. | suggest to him that, 
speaking of “classic,” Duran Duran is 
sort of the Led Zeppelin of MTV. No- 
body (least of all me) is sure exactly 
what this means, but it seems to make 
sense fo him. “Oh my God,” he muses. 
“Maybe you're right.” 

Our overeager hostess approaches in 
a flurry, clutching o tour booklet from 
the Rio days. “I've saved this forever,” 
she stammers, blowing her sophisticat- 
ed cover. "Can | get you to autograph 
it?" | think it's time to split. 


PS. My editor and pal Jim wanted me 
to go back and write a little more about 
the record, but | backed over this big 
biker guy's motorcycle last night and he 
came out of a bar and hit me and | bit 
port of my tongue off, so | really don't 
feel like it. 

Mark Blackwell 
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LL. Cool J 
Mama Said Knock You Out 
Def Jam/Columbia 


year after Walking With a Panther, 

LL is back, self-conscious enough 
about his status to defensively warn on 
one track, “Don't call it a comeback / 
I've been here for years.” He seems to 
have taken last year’s criticism to heart: 
Although politics clearly just aren't as 
important to him as good sex, he’s per- 
fectly willing to turn his acid tongue 
against racist police tactics (“Illegal 
Search”) and to serve up the obligatory 


album-ending self-improvement rap 
("The Power of God”) 

As on Panther, Mama Said Knock You 
Out contains little musical innovation: 


But something's changed in hip hop 
that makes it easier to enjoy the famil- 
iar pleasures of Mama: There's a new 
sense of limits. While even a year ago 
hip hop was still a music in the process 
of inventing itself, today's innova- 
tors—Digital Underground, A Tribe 
Called Quest—are running out of new 
ground to break. Hip hop probably isn’t 
dead, but it seems to have matured and 
stabilized (though some would say 
that’s the same thing, and maybe 
they're right). There may not be any 
more kings or queens of hip hop—ust 
a lot of good rappers like L.L. Cool J. 
Ted Friedman 


Mazzy Star 
She Hangs Brightly 
Rough Trade 


avid Roback (Rain Parade) and 
Kendra Smith (Dream Syndicate) 
formed Opal around 1984 and record- 
ed two albums’ worth of dre 
ations on "See Emily Play,’ 
Morning,’ and “Moonlight Drive.” In 
Roback’s new group, Mazzy Star, the 
reference points haven't changed. 
Nor have side players like drummer 


Keith Mitchell, bassist William Cooper, 
ond keyboardist/guitarist Suki. In fact, 
the sound's almost indistinguishable 


from Opal except for new lead singer 
Hope Sandoval, who tends towards af- 
fectation, melodrama, and sleepy, lan- 
guid Edie-girlish vocal bedroom eyes, 
where Smith was more plainspoken 
and deadpan. 

The ‘60s rips are as obvious as ever. 
There's an “I'll Be Your Mirror” guitar 
bit on “Blue Flower” (originally done 
by early-’70s British art-folk band 
Slapp Happy), and the title cut begins 
with slow, seething Doors-y keyboards. 
Sinuous slide guitar lines swirl over 
luded-out splashing cymbals as wide- 
eyed Sandoval ominously intones 
something about “deep and wide” and 


“the other side,” laying undisputed 
claim to the throne of the Lizard 
Princess. 

The bulk of the album is lovelorn, 
nocturnal, and sweet, stumbling only 
over the blues attempt of “I'm Sailing,’” 
when, over a slide guitar, Sandoval 
smilingly chimes stuff like “The wind's 
blowin’ cold/ Lord, | thought | heard my 
train whistle blow / . . . | thought won't 
be back no mo’ “ with all the grit and 
world-weariness of a first-grader in an 
Easter bonnet. 

Wif Stenger 


Yo La Tengo 
Fakebook 
Bar None/Restless 


ysterious electricity from other 

planets does not show up on Yo 
La Tengo’s new album, Fakebook. The 
band's fourth effort presents an alter- 
nate take on Yo La Tengo—an un- 
amplified version that plays live 
occasionally under the same name. The 
LP'stitle, a jazz idiom for a collection of 
standards, playfully invokes the associ- 
ation between folk music and authen- 
ticity, as if Yo La Tengo are taking pains 


is ekg Aoi 
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not to come offs “real folkies playing 
old chestnuts. On this generous assor!- 
ment of 16 songs—a few of them old 
Yo La Tengo tunes, the rest by others— 
the band’s gauzy, beautiful music 
sounds as if it’s floating off a back 
porch in a fondly recalled summer. De- 
spite their disparate sources (John 
Cale, NRBQ, The Scene Is Now, Cat Ste- 
vens) many of the tracks hover within a 
limited emotional territory of wistful 
sorrow — a feeling that's perfectly 
conveyed on the gorgeous “You Tore 
Me Down.” | miss the riff of feedback 
on the new “Barnaby, Hardly Work- 
ing,” but I'm glad to have a version so 
radically different: It’s no longer a com- 
pulsive eclectic holding pattern, but 
bare; very lovely. 

"We don’t have to break our necks fo 


get our kicks”—a line from Daniel 
Johnston's brilliant “Speeding Motor- 
cycle—sets the tone. Yo La Tengo can 
don aural motor-psycho nightmare— 
check out the live cut on President, or 
parts of any show—but Fakebook docu- 
ments the pleasures of staying at 
home, pulling out that trusty acoustic 
guitar, and singing pretty. 

Ivan Kreilkamp 


‘Soul Asylum 

Soul Asylum and the Horse 
They Rode In On 

A&M 


the Horse They Rode In On‘s dozen 
songs are evenly split between 
metallic riff workouts and loud’n’fast 
rave-ups, with a few strange genre ex- 
periments and slower atmospheric 
pieces thrown into vary the pacing. The 
best of the latter is “We Three," a stark 
piano ballad about someone caught in 
‘a nasty love-hate sort of triangle. 
Lyrically, the album consists of 
paranoid cautionary tales about temp- 
tation, private burdens, and relation- 
ships in various stages of decay, told 
from the perspective of somebody who 
just wants to get through the day. Song- 
writer Dave Pirner sums up his feelings 


on “All the King's Friends”: “Problems 
should be too few to mention /.. . But 
they're not.” 


Pirner, who has a punster’s knack for 
turning his plainspoken lyrics sideways 
into themselves (No sense of direc- 
tion / No sense at all”), never lapses 
into cuteness and can get right to the 
point when necessary. “I was tryin’ to 
get your attention,” he howls in "Be on 
Your Way,” “It's all | ever wanted from 
you.” And in "“Spinnin’,” he asks plain- 
tively, “If | lost my mind / Would you 
help me find it?” 

Such naked confessionals veer close 
to sensitive singer-songwriter territory, 
but have no fear. Dave Pirner and Soul 
Asylum make you care because they 
care. 

David Menconi 


ve and the Dukes 
The Hard Way 
MCA 


his is Steve Earle’s fourth studio al- 

bum (he's also released a compila- 
tion of music from his early years and a 
live EP) since his debut, Guitar Town, in 
1986. The Hard Way has some of the 
elements that made his last album— 
1988's Copperhead Road—so engag- 
ing. “Justice in Ontario,” for example, 
sounds like Copperhead Road's title cut, 
and there are several songs, such as the 
chilling, death-row country folktale 
“Billy Austin,” that tell of those who 
have had their noses pressed up 
against the window during the 
Reagan/Bush era. 

Somehow, though—and | can’t for 
the life of me figure out how he’s done 
itthis album is accessible, punchy, 
‘and focused. All this despite the fact 
that the raw energy of such songs as 
“The Other Kind” and “Promise You 
Anything” has the ferociousness of con- 
viction that makes them sound like they 
were recorded by a chain gang that just 
busted out of prison 

There's no question that Earle is get- 
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life, the Ins; I Carpets’ debut 
full-length album, includes ad 
tracks not on the U.K. 


features the 
“Commercial Rain” 


Also available 
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ting stronger with each album and is 
drawing lyrical inspiration from a per- 
spective new to him. Rather than long- 
ing for the past or dreading the future, 
he now says, “You get to the point in 
life where you wake up one day and 
feel the need to figure out where you've 
been and where you're going.” 
Steve Matteo 


Urge Overk' 
Americruiser 
Touch and Go 


U rge Overkill’s corny name suggests 
a more primal music than the 
group actually plays. Nate Kato does 
produce a massive sheet of distorted 
guitar, but the band’s wild noise con- 
tains subtler textures as well, On last 
year's Jesus Urge Superstar, their first LP, 
the catchy “Your Friend |s Insane” is 
both heartfelt and archly grandiose, 
like the best of the Pixies; on the gentle 
metal ballad “Crown of Laffs,” the 
singer mumbles soulfully about feeling 
like God as he drives on a highway, 


wishing Jesus would ride with him. 

| doubt the pasty-faced young men 
of Urge Overkill possess the proper ge- 
netic makeup to grow two-foot-long 
white beards (suitable for hanging out 
the window on the highway), but their 
new record, Americruiser, is nonetheless 
a punk-rock Eliminator, and reasserts 
the paradigm of album-as-racing-car. 
Americruiser lacks the nicely shaky 
melodies of Jesus Urge Superstar—the 


band has become a powerful road ma- 
chine, spewing out boogie riffs and 
gutteral bluesman grunts from the ex- 
haust pipe. On the exhilarating radio 
anthem “Faroutski,” King Roeser 
claims to be a “man from outer space” 
and “a boy without a place,” staking 
‘out a spot between David Bowie and 
Roky Erickson in the hall of beautiful 
tock aliens. But a few songs later, in 
“Smokehouse,” he’s become a drooling 
blind drunk inviting a young neighbor 
to a party in his shack, as the band 
hammers one mean power chord over 
and over. Americruiser is relentlessly 
hard and fast, but—thanks to Butch 
Vig's crisp production—never murky. 
Ivan Kreilkamp 


Cop Shoot Cop 
Consumer Revolt 
Circuit 


N“ York City’s most interesting 
new band, Cop Shoot Cop, don’t 
have any guitars, carry a big anxiety- 
of-influence chip on their shoulders, 
and owe their schtick about evenly to 
punk (sonic minimalism, smart-ass at- 
titude) and Euro-New York “noise.” 
With their offbeat instrumentation— 
two basses (Todd A. and Natz, who was 
also in Black Snakes and Virus), key- 
board/sampler (Jim Coleman), and 
metal/percussion (Phil Puleo}—Cop 
Shoot Cop have a head start on origi- 
nality. Less pretentious than Einstir- 
zende Neubauten, not dance-beat 
centered like Foetus, Cop Shoot Cop 
don’t depend on screaming to get over, 
and there's rhythmic, dynamic, and 
tempo variation in their music. 

Their first LP, Consumer Revolt, 
sounds fresh even after you've tagged 
the influences. Produced (on 11 of 13 
tracks) by Martin Bisi (Live Skull, Sonic 
Youth, Swans), Consumer Revolt is spar- 
er and more elegant than the band’s 
fierce, wall-of-metal live sound. Cop 
Shoot Cop are kick-ass performers and 
it’s tough to capture that on record, but 
to my ears Bisi’s work—vocal- and per- 
cussion-heavy, with lots less bass than 
the live band—errs on the side of prim- 
ness. On the positive side, you get a lot 
of Phil Puleo—who's the musical center 
of the band—driving their brand of 
rock without the roll, and you can hear 
almostallof Todd A's of fhandedly poet- 
ic lyrics. 

Two of the 13 tracks are duds 
“Smash Retro," one of two songs re- 
corded two years ago, comes off like a 
parody of Laibach; “System Test” 
(Now can | do Sonic Youth please?”) 


should have been saved for 1999's rar- 
ities album. Overall it's a brilliant rec- 
ord and if you don’t get your copy now 
you'll have to pay 50 dollars for it in 
five years when these guys are famous. 

Ann Marlowe 


Extreme 
Pornograffitti 
A&M 


ill wonders never cease? With a 
dumb name like Extreme and a 
dumb video like “Kid Ego,” from last 
year's self-titled debut album, |, for 
one, immediately consigned Boston's 
latest commerce-metal hopefuls to the 


hopeless heap. | was wrong! Via sweat 
‘or guidance from super-producer Mi- 
chael Wagener (Metallica, White Lion, 
and everything in between) or just the 
traditional pact-with-Satan, this Bean- 
town quartet has knocked out a sinu- 
ously funky, streetwise, harmony- 
drenched sophomore effort that's miles 
above anything Warrant or Hurricane 
will likely ever do. Pornograffiti may be 
disposable, but hey, so's a Bic lighter. 
Dig it: “More Than Words" iso love 
ballad that sounds like the Everly 
Brothers or early Beatles. Singer Gary 
Cherone harmonizes with himself as 
guitar-friend Nuno Bettencourt strums 
clean, jazzy chord accompaniment, 
and that’s it. No sudden escalation to 
bombast in the middle, no reneging on 
the song's original promise. “When | 
First Kissed You" takes a similar ap- 


proach, except with piano and strings, 
recalling Freddie Mercury's elegantly 
melancholy moments with Queen. 
Nuno Bettencourt’s searing leads 
steal the show (particularly the metro- 
nome-racing intro to "He-Man Woman 
Hater”), but th’ Noon’s got his hands 
too far into the Ed Van Halen cookie jar 
for anyone over age 20 to take him as 
seriously as he probably deserves. 
Small matter; with so many hungry, 
aimless metal bands around, it's reas- 
suring to find anybody who under- 
stands that solid tunes, spirit, anda few 
carefully lifted influences (mostly V.H., 
maybe Def Lep) are the ham and 
cheese in the sandwich of success. Bite 
this. 
‘Tom Nordlie 


Was (Not Was) 
Are You Okay? 
Chrysalis 


hile the last Was LP was a tribute, 

if you will, to ‘70s soul, this time 
the beats are more current. Purists will 
cry sellout, but to paraphrase the great 
Western philosopher Swamp Dogg, 
Was (Not Was) aren't selling out, 
they're buying in. Dope as the beats 


may be, fear not: The lyrical content is 
even dopier. The lyrics run the gamut 
from wife abuse (and less disturbed af- 
fairs of the heart) to retail clothes shop- 
ping. Take for example, “! Feel Better 
Than James Brown,” wherein our hero 
and Fidel Castro attend Mardi Gras and 
decide to open a chain of Kentucky 
Fried Chickens. Or “I Blew Up the Unit- 
ed States,” with great deadpan vocals 
by the other hardest working man in 
showbiz, Sweet Pea Atkinson. Guest 
vocalists include Syd Straw and Leon- 
ard Cohen (the latter managing to 
skewer Elvis, Barry White, and the 
pomposity of his own career in one 
song). The cover of “Papa Was a Rollin’ 
Stone” (complete with a state-of-the-art 
rap by Young MC protégé G Love E) 
manages to pay homage to the original 
while dragging it effortlessly into the 
dog days of summer 1990. 

By making the music more accessi- 
ble, more immediate, Was (Not Was) 
escape being pegged as a cool group 
that only people who use words like 
“textural” can dig. Are You Okay? is a 
perfect example of how catering to the 
masses doesn’t have to mean turning 
into New Kids on the Block. Was (Not 
Was) have for years been (for my mon- 
ey) one of the most original, challeng- 
ing, and fun combos going. Following 


Fetch. 
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on the heels of What Up, Dog?, Are You 
Okay? may finally signal that cool will 
always win out, that toste will prevail, 
and that it ain't no great sin to bea little 
sharp on your toes. 

Amy Linden 


Pixies 
Bossanova 
Elektra 


‘op and noise no longer collide for 

the Pixies; on the new album, 
Bossanova, they mutate into new 
beasts. The feedback and vocal frenzy 


of the brief and blistering “Rock Mu- 
sic,” which sets the album in motion 
after the galloping instrumental intro 


(the Surftones’ “Cecilia Ann"), defies 
‘accessibility, except that the riffing gui- 
tar hos a structure, and, gulp, a hook, 
giving the chaos shape and . . . er, ac- 
cessibility. The first single, ‘“Velouria,’ 
much more readily resembles contem- 
porary pop, but the siren sound warns 
us to look out and the guitar line 
echoes/mocks the lead vocal; the melo- 
dy begs to be liked, but the band belit- 
tles us for doing so. 

There's no mockery on “Hang Wire," 
the full realization of a small idea 
(time: 2:01). And while the invitation is 
extended to all, the “pop"ulation of 

pop" ular music would never accept. 
All the goodies are spiked at the Pixies’ 
party, nothing is as it seems. Nonsense 
is mixed with violence, camp meets the 
apocryphal. The complete lyrics to the 
immediately familiar “Stormy Weath- 
er” may invoke the band best, as they 
lead everyone from Peoria to the Po- 
conos in singing along, camp-fire/pub 
fashion, “It is time for stormy weather.” 
Pop is no longer just blue skies and sun- 
ny days. 


Robert Gordon 


Electric Light Orchestra 
afterglow 
Epic 


lectric Light Orchestra, rock'n’roll's 

last avant-garde enclave, can now 
be reappraised on Epic's new three-CD 
retrospective, afterglow. And hearing 
all these synthesized '70s hooks swarm 
out of the speakers like so many bees, 
you have to admire the guys. But after- 
glow isn’t a simple best-of. It omits 
some of ELO’s most famous work, like 
"Calling America,” the Xanadu tunes 


LITTLE SUTTY’S QUEST FOR MUSIC 
by Mark Blackwell 


(even John Lennon's fave “All Over the 
World"), and their anthem, “The Diary 
of Horace Wimp.” What you get are 
probing synth epics, extended string 
sections, unreleased treasures, and the 
hits. Lots of the songs are about tele- 
phones and the rest are about 
rock'n'roll 

It's fitting, because ELO invented the 
idea that synthesizers shouldn't try to 
be sexy—they should sound like clean, 
mean commerce machines. Jeff Lynne 
pumped his melodies through his key- 
boards like some crazed love child of 


Walter and Wendy Carlos. So what if 
he looked like a used Q-Tip dipped into 
a lint screen? Doesn't the music speak 
for itself? “Livin’ Thing” still throbs like 
a caffeine headache—appropriate 
since “Hold on Tight” was the Coffee 
Achievers jingle. “Don't Bring Me 
Down” faxes the Stones’ version of 
“Stop Breakin’ Down’ to the moon, 
while the early Bee Gees fax back 
“Telephone Line.” “Sweet Talkin’ 
Woman” features a string section with 
call-waiting—the machines keep 
breaking in. And Lynne’s masterpiece, 
“Turn to Stone,” hums like a bug as a 
techno-Perseus pretends he’s turning to 
stone, when he's really falling apart. 
Relationships may die; visions may 


fade away. But in Jeff's blue world, the 
machines sound shiny and fresh. 
Robert Shet 


Mark Lanegan 
The Winding Sheet 
SubPop 


Ss“ albums are to record compa- 
nies what church donations are to 
you and me. At the year’s end they're 
written off as tax deductions. Besides, 
the records in the K-mart cutout bin 
have to come from somewhere. How- 
ever, The Winding Sheet, a solo LP from 
Screaming Trees singer Mark Lanegan, 
comes as a surprise. It's not terrible or 
too self-conscious: more like inspired, 

“Mockingbirds,” the opening cut, 
lets us know “You can't kill what's al- 
ready dead / But | can‘t blame you for 
trying if.” And later on, during “Woe,” 
we're told “I'd rather be drunk than 
dead.” What will to live stirs under- 
neath the flannel? “We got poison in- 
side of us—cyanide and nicotine,” 
Lanegan growls. Not exactly like the lit- 
tle bit of Van Halen living in all of us, | 
suppose. 

A weird vibe haunts this record. 
When you get to the Leadbelly cover 
“Where Did You Sleep Last Night?” you 
either wish he'd cover someone light- 
hearted, like Nick Drake, or move 
somewhere that's got cable and central 
air-conditioning, But then again, the 
idea behind a solo record is that you 
have another side in desperate need of 
getting out. Let's be glad he did it here 
and not on the San Diego Freeway. And 
here’s hoping he does it again some- 
time—on record, of course. 

Rob O'Connor 


THREE TIMES AS DOPE 
AS THEIR DEBUT 


LIVE FROM ACKNICKULOUS LAND 
Their def defying album includes 
“No Words,” “Weak At The Knees” 

and “Mellow But Smooth.” 


BRINGIN’ FORTH A GROOVE THAT'S MELLOW BUT SMOOTH 


4SRISTA 


On Arista chrome cassettes, compact discs and records. 
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“Love Buzz” 


“Savage Mood Swing”’ 
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Intelligent beach music for year round [Xl 
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"Preaching Blues” b/w “Love in Vain," 
wos released posthumously). Only the 
first ('Terraplane Blues" b/w "Kindheart- 
ed Woman Blues”) sold respectably, but 
the British weekly Melody Maker instantly 
pegged him as a star. And though John- 
son never knew it, producer/impresario 
John Hammond booked him into Corne- 
gie Hall for the historic “From Spirituals to 
Swing" concert in December 1938. Ham- 
mond eulogized Johnson in the program 
notes, played two of his records on stage, 
and introduced a last-minute substitute, 
Big Bill Broonzy. 

Alan Lomax, America's premier folk 
scholar, began field research on John- 
son's life in 1939. Ten years later, Europe- 
an collectors wrote Houston folklorist 
Mack McCormick for the dope on John- 
son’s death. In 1959 Samuel Charters 
published The Country Blues, with a chap- 
ter on Johnson that had him poisoned in 
San Antonio, Texas, by his common-law 
wife. With Hammond's assistance, Co- 
lumbia Records, which had acquired the 
Vecalion catalog a week before the Car- 
negie Hall show, put out 16 Johnson cuts 
(including the previously unissued "Trav- 
eling Riverside Blues,” “When You Got a 
Good Friend,” and “If | Had Possession 
Over Judgment Day”) on a 1962 LP 

Few besides hard-core folkies paid at- 
fention until 1966, when Eric Clapton 
sang Johnson's “Rambling on My 
Mind"—his first recorded vocal—with 
John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers. The same 
yeor, Clapton cut Johnson's “From Four 
Till Late" for his new band’s debut album, 
Fresh Cream, followed two years later by 
a head-banging live adaptation of John- 
son's "Cross Road Blues” on Cream’s 
Wheels of Fire. “There are certain songs on 
the album King of the Delta Blues that | 
wouldn't touch,” he told Musician. “So I'd 
have to look for ones | didn’t have so 
much respect for.” 

Clapton may have heard "From Four 
Till Late” on the same English bootleg the 
Stones copped "Love in Vain’ from; it's 
not on King of the Delia Blues Singers. Both 
songs are on Columbia's King of the Delia 
Blues Singers, Vol. 2 (1970), along with “' 
Believe |'ll Dust My Broom,” “Sweet 
Home Chicago,” and “Stop Breakin’ 
Down Blues” (the last also covered by the 
Stones), which entered the standard Chi- 
cago blues repertoire through respective 
versions by Elmore James, Roosevelt 
Sykes, and the original John Lee "Sonny 
Boy’ Williamson. Both album covers 
show drawings of Johnson with his face 
averted; McCormick reportedly discov- 
ered the first, still-unpublished photo in 
1972. 


The sound quality of Vol. 2 was miser- 
able, and under Hammond's auspices, 
Columbio retaped the surviving metal 
masters and acetate test pressings for a 
planned 1974 boxed set. But then the 
project's principal consultants, McCor- 
mick ond Steve LaVere (who discovered 
the two published photos) fell out, and 
the conflicting claims of the Johnson kin- 
folk they'd tracked down helped stall the 
release of The Complete Recordings right 
into the CD era, Meanwhile, Johnson fa- 
natics had to settle for the ten missing al: 
ternates on two albums put out by 
Austrian boot-meister Johnny Parth 

By the time the ‘74 analog tapes were 
sent fo England to be digitized (the origi- 
nal masters had vanished), Johnson—or 
moybe just his shadow—had been dei 
fied and dissected by such writers as 
Charters, Bob Groom, Julio Finn, Greil 
Marcus, Robert Palmer, Peter Guralnick, 
Stephen Calt, and Gayle Dean Wardlow, 
who'd unearthed his death certificate in 
1969. He has been the subject of a Sam- 
uel Beckett-meets-R. Crumb film noir 
scteenplay and an album, The Roots of 
Robert Johnson, documenting his sources 
song by song. But the remastering wasn't 
satisfactory, and engineer Frank Abbey 
was called out of retirement for the final 
restoration 

The resulting sound is amazingly clear: 
Johnson's aching, whooping vocals and 
sly, swooping boogielslide guitar knife 
through o velvet background; familiar 
lines, such as “Lord, I'm goin’ to Rosedale 
Gon’ take my rider by my side,” flash 
like lightning ot a midnight Delta cross- 
roads. Trouble is—even putting aside the 
arcane slang—you still can't get all the 
words, LoVere's liner transcriptions are a 
hair shy of miraculous, but with the lines 
“Take camp tain he and see / At scal 
aino't be seen, good Lord,” even this die- 
hard flame-keeper throws up his hands. 

LaVere’s long essay (he and McCormick 
are each working on definitive biogra- 
phies) rounds up the usual suspects— 
Johnson studied guitar with Ike Zinner- 
man in Hazelhurst, nota root doctor in the 
Delta swamps—but the controversy con- 
tinues. Recently, Living Blues editor Peter 
Lee visited an elderly Mississippi couple; 
the woman, claiming she'd once been a 
“friend-girl” of Johnson's, soid he'd been 
stabbed, not poisoned, and that a relative 
had moved his body from its presumed 
burial site in nearby Morgan City. When 
Lee returned two weeks later, he found a 
different old woman with the same man, 
who said he didn’t remember their first 
conversation. So who killed R.J.? Stay 
tuned. 
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Get out your dancing shoes. Now your portable disc player can easily 
filla whole room with music. Plug Powered Partners amplified speakers 
into it or into your portable cassette's headphone jack, and feel the room 
| comeealive. Afterall, it takes more than one to tango. Free literature, call 
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STEVE SEVERIN AND ROBERT SMITH. 


THEY FIT TOGETHER LIKE THE GLOVE. 


First ever 
collaboration 
between 

Robert Smith of 
The Cure 

and Steve 
Severiniof 
Siouxsie and the 
Banshees. 
Aclassic 1983 
recording issued 
for the first time 
inthe U.S. 
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Boy’s Club 
BY JON SAVAGE 
London— 


ast year, ailing indie-poppers Pri- 
mal Scream shed the 1965 Byrds 
stylings that led them through one 
ne single, "Gentle Tuesday,” and a ma- 
jor label deal and fast-forwarded to 1969 
Heavy Rock. You know: MCS, the Stooges, 
Steppenwolf. But they were still wimps: 
The sight of skinny Bobby Gillespie shak- 
ing be-leathered ass demanded derision. 
They were laughed off the beach 
Ayear later, no more sand in the face. 
Primal Scream are big news, not only for 
their influence on the Stone Roses (in our 
neomodernist pop world, the Roses took 
their Byrds readymades from Primal 
Scream rather than the original) but be- 
cause they are making dance records. 
Their last single, “Loaded,” announced 
the indie-dance crossover in February; 
their forthcoming epic, "Come Together,” 
features gospel voices and a brass S- 
tion. In six months, Primal Screqmn 
warded 21 years into ghe prese 
Like Happy Mondayg 
have been remixed into 


ly a DJ, who has the explicit freed 
completely remake the somfdp 
Scream’s case, a ballad called “I'm Losig 
More Than I'l Ever Have" was stripped to 
bongos and voice, and remodeled around 
the “Sympathy for the Devil” riff. Topped 
with a snatch of dialogue from the ‘60s 
biker flick The Wild Angels, “Loaded, 
caught the slowdown in. clubland after 
the frantic BPMs of Ital6-howses 
Authenticists on both sides of He'menge 
ing rockidance divide have a préblem, 
with this record. “Primal Screagasdon® 
play on their record," to@k@fans cry 
echoed by the souliibeys: “Nosiindie 
types poljutif@clubland eerily” Wale 
comesi@the real world boys: This is po) 
where authentigity has no place lui 
think of the Beach Boys or theB¥rds‘Gsifig 
session musicians, or Afffka Bétabataa, 
using the whitest soyAgipossibig? 


Kraftwerk's "Trans-Europe Express,” to re- 
model black dance music for the ‘80s. 

“Rule One," says Andrew Weatherall, 
“js break the rules.” With Boy's Own mix- 
ing partner Terry Farley, Weatherall has 
been at the cutting edge of the new U.K. 
crossover ever since Paul Oakenfold got 
them in to work on Happy Mondays’ 
Wrote for Luck and Hallelujah EPs. The 
Mondoys had the credibility and the 
tunes, but they made sloppy records: 
What they needed was discipline. With 
their insistent beat and surprising sam- 
ples—like the Gregorian chant on “Hal- 
lelujah"—the remixes made the 
Mondays danceable and made them in- 
telligible to the wider public. 

The English music industry synthesizes 
ideas from around the world—particu- 
larly black American dance music—and 
puts them together into a lifestyle pack- 
age, like “Manchester,” which contains 
music, clothes, clubs, drugs, attitude, and 
inevitably, some kind of urbanist politics. 
The culture of which Boy’s Own, with their 
witty fanzine, are an important part is no 
different: If the punks were inner-urban, 
then the new crossover rotates around the 


suburbs, “It's a great place to get a per- 
spective on things,” says Weatherall. 
“You could go up to London twice a week 
and then retire to Windsor and think 
about what was going on.” 

"In ‘86 and ‘87, I'd given up on clubs,” 
Weatherall continues. “It was very pre- 
cious. Then Farley called me and told me 
about this club in Streatham: ‘It's like all 
the lads from football on Ecstasy.’ That 
was the Shoom!, and I'd never seen any- 
thing like it in my life. The strobe wos on 
for six hours, and the music was an unbe- 
lievable mix of deep house and rock rec- 
cords by U2 and the Residents. For the past 
few years, chaps would go off to Ibiza for 
their holidays for months on end: When 
Ecstasy hit Ibiza, they were there. They 
brought the idea and the drugs back with 
them.” 

That Ibizan idea—the fusion of rock 
and dance records which, in the U.K., felt 
like a holiday at home—interacted with 
a new discovery in 1988 and 1989. The 
open space of M-25, London's orbital mo- 
torway where gangs of suburban youths 
spent the night chasing what was, in ef- 
fect, Shoom! gone mass: huge unlicensed 
“raves where up to 10,000 danced the 
night away to house. 

The surge of energy which transformed 
England's subculture is now being com- 
modified, with the inevitable problems. 
What was once a fantasy is becoming re- 
ality: If Boy’s Own is about the idea of a 
male gang like the Bowery Boys—in the 
best sense of one that is funny, intelli- 


gent, and composed 
of outsiders—then 
the — football-hooli- 
ideal is 
turning sour. “It can 
be very creative 
when it works,” says 
Weatherall. “But it 
can also be destruc- 
tive. There's a lot of 
people pretending to 
be lads that never 
were, and some dis- 
gusting, laddish talk.” If Boy's Own, like 
most stylists, disapprove of this popular- 
ization, it was still they who, in a se- 
quence of great dance/rock remixes, 
pioneered this ideo of space, mobility, 
and freedom. 

Yet the notion of “space” on their re- 
cords has a wider meaning. In England— 
where space, due fo overpopulation and 
a repressive social system, is all but non- 
existent—even the rather vague idea of 
freedom aired on Boy's Own productions 
like “Loaded,” “Come Together,” or their 
first single, “Raise,” is subversive— 
there's finally a way to talk about free- 
dom that isn’t tinged with New Right ide- 
ology. The authorities don’t like it. In late 
July, 836 people were arrested, most 
without charge, at a warehouse party in 
Yorkshire. Will experiences like this turn 
pure hedonism into something tougher? 


TOP TEN BOY'S OWN REMIXES 


Andrew Weatherall 
1. My Bloody Valentine, 
(Creation) 
2. The Grid, “Flotation” (eastwest/WEA) 
3. St. Etienne, “Only Love Can Break 
Your Heart” (Heavenly) 


Soon’ 


Terry Farley 

4, The Farm, “Stepping Stone” 
(Produc!) 

5. Soup Dragons, “I'm Free” (Raw 
TViBig Life) 


6. St. Etienne, “Let's Kiss and Make Up" 
(Heavenly) 


Together, as Boy's Own 
7, Bocca Juniors, “Raise (63 Steps to 
Heaven)" (Boy's Own Production/tr) 
8, Primal Scream, “Loaded” (Creation) 
. Primal Scream, "Come Together” 
(Creation) 
10. New Order, “World in Motion” 
(Factory) 
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“.... have never found 
anything more deeply soulful 
than Robert Johnson.” 
—Eric Clapton 


Legend has it that Robert Johnson sold 
his soul to Satan in exchange for musical 
genius. The Devil may own his soul, 
but he doesn’t own his music. Now, with 
the Roots 'n’ Blues Series, comes every 
known recorded note by Johnson, 
beautifully packaged in a deluxe boxed 
set. The series also includes new 
collections of music by Big Bill Broonzy, 
Willie Dixon and Lonnie Johnson, as 
well as seminal compilations of Steel 
Guitar, Blues and Cajun music. Each 
recording is packed with an hour of 
digitally remastered music—some of it 
never before released—and comes with 
extensive liner notes and rare photos. 


Authentic—Powerful—Original 


STEPPIN' oy Mh SON wy) After all, 
7 wel why not start 
at the beginning? 
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Available on Cassettes, Compact Discs and Records. On Columbia. 
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Lee Perry 


BY RICHARD GEHR 


ing quantity of his new releases 

and reissues, reggae legend Lee 
“Scratch” Perry is clearly the most glob- 
ally consequential—and wickedly out- 
rageous—musician working today. 
Since his late-'50s apprenticeship at 
Clement “Coxsone” Dodd's Studio One, 
this beguiling shaman has shaped up 
‘as a Jamaican amalgam of George 
Clinton, James Brown, Sun Ra, and 
Frank Zappa. Moreover, he’s cut thou- 
sands of sides during his career—and 
not one of them sucks! 

Perry reworked ska, rocksteady, and 
roots-rock reggae in his image before 
flowering like a rampaging mutant hy- 
brid of Afrocentric soul mastery and 
downright goofiness within the woozy, 
expansive dub jungle. By chopping 
and dropping vocals and pioneering 
eccentric phasings, equalizations, and 
sound effects, Perry created beautiful, 
spacious audio scenarios that were all 
filler and all killer-—at the same time. 

Rather than your typical mid-career 
hagiography, here's a dub addict's 
critical rundown of the 22 best Perry 
transmissions released during the 
1989-90 season, Go super-ape crazy. 


4 f only in terms of the sheer daunt- 


1. Return of the Super Ape/Roast Fish, 
Collie Weed and Corn Bread (VP). Perry's 
"78 post-acid psychedelic masterpiece 
marked his transition from structured 
songs to the scathing free-form rants 
dominating his ‘80s solo career. Roast 
Fish signifies roots—and nothing but. 


2. Blood Vapour (L.A. Records impor'). 
A long-lost, mind-altering dub classic. 
In ‘76, the scientist had no equal. 


3. Open the Gate (Trojan impor). 
Scratchophile Steve Barrow’s second (of 
three) handsomely compiled and an- 
notated three-disc boxed set for Trojan 
is a treasure trove of crucial late-'70s 
vocals and versions. 


4, Turn and Fire: Upsetter Disco Dub 
(Anachron import). A compilation of 
rare 12-inch 45s focuses on Perry's 
“Disco Devil” incarnation. Max Ro- 
meo's “Norman” is a horn-throbbing 
psychedelic pleasure, and the four 
Heptones mixes are magnifique. 


5. Chicken Scratch (Heartbeat). Soul, 
R&B, and New Orleans jazz run deep 
through these feisty mid-’60s treasures. 
Perry sings, the Skatalites throb, and 
the world seems a simpler place. 


6. Magnetic Mirror Master Mix (Anach- 
ron import). Perry rarely transcended 
the anti-papal malice of “Bafflin’ 
Smoke Signal” or plunged deeper into 
consciousness than “Captive.” 


7. Lee Perry/Mad Professor Mystic 
Warrior Dub (Ariwa import). The bril- 
liant moments with Perry's most simpa- 
tico coproducer include such timely 
and successful experiments in dubolo- 
gy as "Dub Reggae Soca” and "Jazzy 
Dub.” 


8. Shocks of Mighty 1969-1974 (Trojan 
import). Staggering on the cusp of bril- 
liance, this sterling compilation finds 
Perry on the verge of transforming the 
studio into an extension of his 
unconscious. 


9. Allthe Hits (Rohit). More or less. This 
hour's worth of classic sides and ver- 
sions from the late ‘60s and early ‘70s is 
a blissfully chugging, though poorly 
annotated, delight. 


10. Give Me Power (Trojan import). 
Subterranean riddims anchor no-non- 


WORE BEAT 


sense social consciousness on this ex- 


cellent compilation of _early-’70s 
material. 
11. From the Secret Laboratory 


(Mango). Now living in Switzerland, 
the alien motor-mouth’s at his logor- 
theic best (and most recent) amid Adri- 
an Sherwood's wooshy sci-fi metal 
filigrees. 


12. Version Like Rain (Trojan import). 
This mid-'70s madness, with Perry at 
his peak, includes five versions of “Fe- 
ver” and eight reasons why Babylon's 
in big trouble. 


13. Excaliburman (Seven Leaves im- 
port). Rediscovered versions of the cav- 
ernous mid-'70s rhythms heard on the 
classic Cloak and Dagger and Blackboard 
Jungle. “Perry's Mood” is a bubbling 
killer. 


14, Lee Perry/Mad Professor Mystic 
Warrior (Ariwa import). I been workin’ 
ina studio all my life and | don’t get no 
fuckin’ money,” complains Perry on this 
rappy, snappy ‘89 collaboration with 
England's formidable dubmeister. 
Help him out. 


15. Build the Ark (Trojan import). The 
latest and most inconsistent of Trojan’s 
triple-disc vault vacuuming still con- 
tains plenty of gems (if you can get past 
Feelings"), especially Danny Hens- 
worth’s “Mr. Money Man.” 


16. Lee “‘Scratch’” Perry Meets Bull- 
wackie in Satan’s Dub (Roir), New Jersey 
producer Lloyd “Bullwackie” Barnes 
tones down Scratch’s innate weirdness 
on this dub version of Satan Kicked the 
Bucket with Afro-political sampling. 


17. Message From Yard (Rohit). Late- 
‘89 Perry takes fiduciary metaphysics to 
the bank in such “trance actions” os 
“Death to Anyone Who Fight (Perry in 
Space)." 


18. Satan Kicked the Bucket (Rohit). 
Scratch on a bummer in Jersey, prob- 


ably during the same Bullwackie ses- 
sions that spawned Message From Yard. 


19. King Tubby Meets the Upsetter at 
the Grass Roots of Dub (Studio 16 im- 
port). These clunky early-’70s mixes re- 
suscitate a few familiar ska riddims, 
but not much else. 


20. Remeniah Dub (Original Musicim- 
port). Side One's purportedly Perry, but 
probably not; Two's Sly and the Revolu- 
tionaries. Good reading dub. 


21. Lee Perry and King Tubby in Dub 
Confrontation, ‘60s and ‘70s (Angella 
import). Melodica noodling dominates 
this dubious disc, supposedly uniting 
Perry with the late producer who mixed 
many Perry productions. 


22. Max Romeo and the Upsetters (Ro- 
hit). Only “Maccabee Version” displays 
Perry's inimitable rambunctiousness. 
It's hard to believe his Upsetters had 
anything to do with this mediocre late 
Romeo in a bland computer stylee? 


Dubmeister Lee ‘Scratch”’ Perry. 


WONDERFUL WORLD 


Samba mapangala and Orchestre Vir- 
unga Virunga Volcano (Virgin), 

J'ai Ete au Bal, Vols. 1 and 2 (Arhoolie), 
Vintage Hawaiian Music: Steel Guitar 
Masters 1928-1934 (Rounder) 

Babla and Kanchan Greatest Hits 
(Rohit) 
Valerio 
(Arhoolie) 


Longoria Caballo Viejo 
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THE GREAT 


JAMAICAN BEER = Puts It Back 


AND ALSO 
THE TREES 


‘Farewell to the Shade! 


Including a remix of 
"The Pear Tree" by 
Robert Smith of The 
Cure and live bonus 
tracks. 


Tales of love and 
death offered from a 
different perspective. 
— The Gavin Report 


BREATHLESS 


‘Chasing Promises' 


Featuring unreleased 
bonus tracks. 


Breathless tear up 
their contracts with 
this world and 
withdraw into the 
infatuation of sound 
itself. Just listen to a 
band that is in a state 
of grace. — Melody 
Maker UK 


MUSIC SERVICES 
P.O. Box 2103, Venice, 
CA 90294-2103 


Simply Saucer, William Hooker Orchestra, Paul Flaherty & 
Randall Colbourne, Hellcats, Tone Dogs, Boys From Nowhere, 


Doc Wor Mirran. 


BY BYRON COLEY 


ne of the coolest records of this 
(or any) year is Simply Saucer’s 
Cyborgs Revisited LP (Mole, 278 
King St. W,, Hamilton, Ont. L8P 1B1, 
Canada). A few of you oldsters may 
vaguely remember the band from their 
new-wavy ‘78 single, "She's. Dog, 


Simply Saucer were (in their prime) one 
of those rare pre-punk, mid-’70s bands 
who knew how to get real, real gone. 
This album is packed with chunks of 
their ram-charged avant-garage how!- 
ing, recorded in '74 and ‘75. Partly 
based ina bluesy, post-Stooges, guitar- 
reaming mode, partly in the electronic 
fog spilling offo the early-'70s U.K. 
prog-chowderheads, Simply Saucer's 
sound was a unique amalgam. They 
stood in the dark as much as any of 
their true contemporary peers—the 
Modern Lovers, Rocket From the Tombs, 
England's Glory, the Mirrors (all also 
unknown at the time)—and it's safe to 
say thot if this album had been re- 
leased and heard when it was record- 
ed, Simply Saucer would be a well- 
known name today. Cyborgs brims 
with thuddy U.K. socko-del rhythms, 
twisted gougey string huzz, and 
heaving vocals'n‘arrangements fulla 
knowledge of the Velvets, the Troggs, 
Sun Ra, and the Stooges. What more 
could you ask for? A cherry enema? 
t's not really clear to me how many 
of you collegiate cuties are fans of jazz- 
as-good-stuff (as opposed to jazz-as- 
cocktailin’-backdroppery), but if you 
‘care game to check out some of the good 
stuff, I've got a coupla suggestions, 
Both are newish LPs put out by the 
Cadence Jazz label (Cadence Build- 
ing, Redwood, NY 13679), and if you 
wanna hear some free-blowing, soul- 
clearing oomph, either one will do 
handsomely. The first is called The Col- 
our Circle by the William Hooker 
Orchestra. Even though this orchestra 
is only composed of three players 
—drummer Hooker, trumpeter Roy 
Campbell, and saxophonist Booker T. 
Williams—they are capable of project- 
ing Brobdingnagian tendrils of sound. 
Hooker's drumming is an outward- 
flung bucket of multi-armed emotion- 
lism. He prowls along the edges of an 
expanding universe while Campbell 
is something I've also heard said about 


Connecticut, the state from whence our 
other jazz pick hails. It's a duet record, 
Endangered Species, performed by saxo- 
phonist Paul Flaherty and drummer 
Randall Colbourne and, again, its 
sound is far vaster than the lineup’s nu- 
merics'd suggest. The pair produce a 
tightly wound, hallucinogenically intri- 
cate lattice of burnt-edged and whiz- 


attle, WA 98122) has a well-deserved 
reputation as a purveyor of the sorta 
pro-hairist mook rock the Pacific North- 
west seems to produce so easily these 
days. Which makes the fact that they've 
released the Tone Dogs’ debut LP, An- 
kety Low Day, all the more remarkable. 
Led by multi-instrumental Renaissance 
gal Amy Denio, the Tone Dogs produce 
slews of notes that're possessed of a 
very queer excellence. This trio (who 
play drums, keys, strings, horns, etc.) 


spirals inward the power of a 
whirlpool, and Flaherty’s horn lines 
constantly break standard patterns and 
head for places that are not offen 
touched. The Nutmeg State should be 
proud. 

Memphis’s Hellcats are sometimes 
called the female Panther Burns. And 
thot's a proud mantle to wear, sure 
enough, but with their new LP, Hoodoo 
Train (New Rose, impor), they step way 
the heck out into their own. Yeah, 
there're a buncha the sleazy, road- 
house hillbilly blues yawps that we os- 
sociate with the Frenzi Records gang, 
but there's also a lotta outright purty 
pop motion. Especially on the tunes 
sung by Lisa McGauchran, the Hellcats 
show a classicist folk-rock side | never 
suspected they had. There's also the 
very weird “Love Is Dying” which sug- 
gests an alternate-universe version of 
Julie Christie's little sister backlit by 
blue bonfires or something. Of course, 
regardless of their new tricks, the 
grunge monsters lipped by Lorette Vel- 
vette (such as the second best cover of 
“Baby Please Don't Go” ever) are still 
my fave Hellcat bits. But I'm not crying 
‘and you won't either, so pony up or go 
to sleep. 

C/Z Records (1407 Madison #41, Se- 


‘Various other intelligent pop futurists. 
Impossible to peg, elegantly crafted, 
their music seems soothingly familiar 
even at the moment your forebrain tells 
you that something very fucked up is 
happening. But what would you expect 
from a record that features both Sound- 
gorden’s Matt Cameron and the Ger- 
man experimental guitar genius Hans 
Reichel? Not a bit less. | guess. What a 
great world. 

for sheer, pure hardpan rockin’, few 
combos can touch the assbones of Co- 
lumbus's Boys From Nowhere. And you 
are one lucky dog of a consumer, ‘cause 
these Ohio brain-picklers are currently 
represented by three big discs taking 
up rack space in swinging stores across 
the globe. Two of ‘em—Jungle Boys (Ro- 
milar D import) and Cyclone Death Mo- 
chine (Glitterhouse, Langstr. 41, 3471 
Lavenforde, W. Germany)—are vault- 
clearing mini-LP blasts that collect old 
single tracks‘n'‘whatnot recorded by 
Mick Divvens and the numerous lin- 
eups he’s had together. And since you 
were probably not lucky or quick 
enough to gobble this band’s many 
45s, you are in for a treat. These early 
selections present a shining wall of 
ear-ripping guitar munge that takes 
pointers from some of the ‘60s tunier 
snot-punks, then flashes its keister right 


‘Simply Saucer, left to right: Tony Cutaia, Ping Romany, Kevin Christoff, and Edgar Breau. 
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Judas Priest 


continued from page 66 


believed the answer to life was death. 
It was like, you know, ‘I finally under- 
stand,’ and so we did the suicide pact 
and then Ray . .. we got the same burst. 
of energy at the same time.” 

‘They looked at each other and 
punched knuckles, an act which 
sealed the decision. The needle drift- 
ed into the next cut, “Heroes End,” 
and Jay said, “Let's see what's next.” 

As the gravity of their pact quickly 
hit them, they exploded into insensate 
rage. They ripped the bookshelves 
down, punched holes through the 
Sheetrock with their fists, and kicked 
out the doors and windows. Ray 
grabbed the shotgun and each of them 
grabbed a shell. Knocking out the win- 
dow, they leapt onto the lawn and ran 
down Richard's Way, jumped a fence, 
and sat down ona merry-go-round ina 
preschool playground behind the 
Community First Church of God. 

Ray loaded the shell, snapped it 


Dr. Wilson Key, the 
author of four books 
on subliminals, says 
he plans to testify in 
24 such trials, 
involving AC/DC, 
Motley Criie, Guns N’ 
Roses, and others. 
He claims to have 
received dozens of 
letters and calls from 
people who attribute 
depression, 
violence, or suicide 
to Judas Priest, not 
to mention other 
bands. 
shut, and jammed the gun up under his 
chin so hard that he could barely talk. 
Jay still didn’t really think Ray could 
do it, and said later that he didn’t real- 
ly plan to himself, 

Ray said, “I sure fucked my life up.” 


He pulled the trigger and blew his 
brains out. 


Ray was dead before the gun fell 
from his hands. He followed it into the 
dirt. Blood dumped out over his jeans, 
his marijuana-leaf belt buckle, and his 
Super Bowl T-shirt. 

Jay waited several minutes before 
picking up the gun. “It felt like it had 
grease on it. There was so much blood 
I could barely handle the gun, and Ire- 
loaded it, and then it was my turn, and 
Ireadied myself.” ButJay stopped and 
took more time to reflect. He thought 
about Phyllis and Emmit. After a few 
minutes, his terror grew as he realized 
that he would be blamed for killing his 
only friend in the world. He said good- 
bye and pulled the trigger. 

Jay the expert marksman flinched. 
‘The load went straight out his nose 
and took off the bottom of his face. 


M ETAL HAS BEEN hauled into 
court dozens of times in the last 
decade—ironically, often used as a 
defense. In 1984, two Long Island boys 
named Ricky Kasso and Jay ‘Troiana 
murdered their friend Gary Lowers 
and put his eyes out in what they con- 
sidered a satanic act. In court—where 
they were summarily convicted— 
they argued that they'd been warped 
by listening to AC/DC. Dallas actor 
Patrick Duffy's parents were mur- 
dered by two teens who claimed inspi- 
ration from Metallica's Kill ‘Em AU. In 
1986, Kurt Allen Struebing went to tri- 
al for the rape and ax murder of his 
own mother. He said that music writ- 
ten by his own band drove him to it. 
King County prosecutor William Ja- 
quette argued that, though the heavy- 
metal subculture is weird and violent, 
it would not force someone to murder 
his family. 

Jay Vance thought differently. He 
began surgeries and treatments for in- 
credible pain, and finally lived on Per- 
codan, Demerol, and Methadone as a 
way to stay sane. He also began to 
write notes to Phyllis, saying he be- 
lieved he'd been “mesmerized” by Ju- 
das Priest 

In April 1986, Ray's mother contact- 
ed a Reno personal injury lawyer 
named Kenneth McKenna. She appar- 
ently made the call after talks with a 
Sparks police detective who handled 
heavy-metal deaths and occult crimes. 
The Vances wanted a born-again 
Christian lawyer who would share 
their renewed convictions, and re- 
tained counsel Timothy Post. Consti- 
tutional law expert Vivian Lynch 
helped them prepare the wrongful 
death suit, filed on May 8, 1986. 

In December 1986, Los Angeles Su- 
perior Court Judge John Cole wrote a 
decision dismissing a teen-suicide 
case against Ozzy Osbourne. He ruled 


that, under the First Amendment, 
society would not choose to hinder 
creative expression to “avoid the dis- 
semination of ideas in artistic speech 
which may adversely affect emotion- 
ally troubled individuals.” 

On April 8, 1988, Judge Whitehead 
ruled against CBS/Judas Priest attor- 
ney Suellen Fulstone—also a local 
attorney—who had motioned for dis- 
missal on the grounds that Nevada did 
not have jurisdiction. The judge said 
that Judas Priest had created a market, 
in Nevada through record distribution 
and two concert appearances. 

On August 25, 1988, the Nevada Su- 
preme Court upheld Judge White- 
head's decision. The Court's biases 
were laid unusually bare in the press. 
Supreme Court Justice Tom Steffan 
came right out and used Lynch's refer- 
ences to Priest's metal as “filth.” 

“If it is filth, " he said, “I'm upset 
about it. I'm a parent and I think our 
children can be highly susceptible to 
filth." This from a high-court justice in 
a state with legalized prostitution, 2 
hour-a-day alcohol sales, and round- 
the-clock gambling controlled by 
organized crime. 

In the fall of '88, Fulstone filed for a 
dismissal similar to that issued by 
Judge Cole in the earlier Ozzy case in 
Los Angeles. In a pair of pretrial 


screenings in October and again in 
June 1989, Nickloff played his tapes. 
The key piece of corroborative evi- 
dence is a dream Jay had reported, 
during which he and Ray sat on the 
merry-go-round chanting “Do it, do it" 
before they shot themselves. 


Elliot Hoffman, the 
band’s lawyer in New 
York City, says, “You 
hafta be nuts to think 
that they would tell 
the fans who've been 
buying all their 
albums, ‘Go kill 
yourselves.’” 

Judge Whitehead is required to side 
with plaintiffs on disputed facts. In a 
54-page document, Judge Whitehead 
ruled that the First Amendment also 
protects us from propaganda we don’t 
want to hear—in this case, subliminal 


messages—and from its secret, abuse 
by the corporate marketing machine. 


However careful and fair his deci- 
sion may have been, the judge has 
made his own bed. Moral high rollers 
are lining up around the block to pin 
the anguish of parenting on Judas 
Priest, Ozzy, et al. Dr. Wilson Key, the 
author of four books on subliminals, 
says he plans to testify in 24 such tri- 
als, involving, “You name it—AC/DC, 
Motley Criie, Guns N’ Roses. ... When 
I look over these cases, I see mostly 
the same names: Ozzy, Metallica.” 

McKenna claims to have received 
dozens of letters and calls from peo- 
ple who attribute depression, vio- 
lence, or suicide to Judas Priest, not 
to mention other bands. He says he 
knows of other cases involving sub- 
liminals being prepared in Utah, North 
carolina, Las Vegas, New Jersey, and 
Michigan. 

Every day it seems less farfetched 
that one of those callers might win 
their case against metal. Rock’n'roll 
will be fun until the high court decides 
to pull the trigger. 


0) N AUGUST 24, Judge Whitehead 
cleared Judas Priest of all 
charges. The summary paragraph of 
his 50-page decision read: 
Finally, it should be noted that the 
plaintiffs did not lose this ease be- 


cause the defendants proved that 
subliminal stimuli have no effect. on 
human behavior. Rather, the plain- 
tiffs lost this case because they 
failed to prove that the defendants 
intentionally placed subliminal 
messages on the album and that 
those messages were a cause of the 
suicide and attempted suicide in- 
volved in this case. However, it is 
unknown what future information 
research and technology will bring 

to this field. 

Elliot Hoffman, the band’s lawyer in, 
New York, expressed relief not only 
for the band, but for the music indus- 
try: “What he’s saying is that there 
wasn't proof in his courtroom that 
these things exist. For the last four 
years only four people on the face of 
this earth knew that there were no 
subliminal messages on that record- 
ing. The rest of the world had to be- 
lieve them. 

“This is one of the few events that 
the music industry and the communi- 
cations media can feel good about in 
the last many months. It really runs 
contrary to this undercurrent of pres- 
sure we've all been feeling to control 
the entertainment media. Without this 
decision, I think we would have a 
flood of equally baseless claims 

The Vance and Roberson familie: 
will have 30 days to appeal. EN 
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Jon Bon Jovi 


continued from page 41 


It’s just a very good rock'n'roll record. 
‘The songs are all well writ!’ 
generally contain more hooks 1 
long-line fishing boat, and it's a crevit 
to Bon Jovi's singing that he delivers a 
few so well that we do not choke swal- 
lowing some of the clichés. The more 
you listen to the album, the better it, 
sounds. The musicians work really 
well together, their performances are 
seamless, And Bon Jovi's own guitar 
playing, almost exclusively acousti 
is energized and skillful. His vocals 
range from the straight-ahead rock- 
anthem delivery, like on “Dyin’ Ain't 
Much of a Living” and “Blaze of Glo- 
1y,"'to the gravely, minstrelish, slightly 
Springsteen-sounding “Never Say Die” 
‘The songs—two used in the film, 
the other eight for the album only— 
are about simultaneously heroic and 
doomed cowboys, romantic allusions 
to a removed age presumed to be, if 
not more perfect, at least more intact 
and far enough away not to be able to 
contradict anything. The sentiments 
work. The restlessness, outlawish- 
ness, uncertainty, the tough facades 
masking the understandable—but 
only by a few peers understood— 
fears, are the cornerstones of rock'n’ 
roll and the experience of growing up. 
Publicly he has said he wanted to 
work with different artists and ex- 
pand creatively, not disband Bon Jovi. 
When I asked him if the band had 
peaked and he was moving on, he said: 
“I don't know about the rest of the 
group, you'd have to ask them. I'm not 
real happy with me right now. That's 
the truth of the matter. I've been 
reaching out, for something or some- 
one to help. I'm stressed, I'm tired, I 
can't help myself. I want to work 
more. don't care if it's abar band or if 
it’s at Giants Stadium, I want to con- 
tinue to do what I do. 

“My band didn’t want to get in a van 
with me at the beginning of the last 
tour and go play clubs, unannounced. 
Ina Quality Inn, doubling up again and 
going out and doing it. They fought 
tooth and fucking nail. They said 
‘we're humble enough, can we go 
home?’ So we went home and I started 
the tour.” 

While admitting it's nice not to have 
to tour clubs for a living anymore, he 
actually did play several with the band 
on the New Jersey tour. 

“We played the Forum [in LA.}, 
went to the Roxy. A full setup, band 
gear, new monitor system. I told my 
road crew, well, we're going to be driv- 
ing a little later tonight because we're 
going to do a bar for another two 
hours, and I want to do covers, and 


let's go.” He let the venue announce it the 
day of the show, and donated the pro- 
ceeds to a local charity. He let the road 
crew, who formed their own band called 
the Beefboy Experience, open up. They 
did this in about a half-dozen cities. 

‘The record has one song dedicated 
to Steve Van Zandt and one to Bob 
Dylan. At the end of the special thanks 
credits it says: “This album is for Ri- 
chie, Alec, Tico, and Dave—still the 
baddest band on God's earth.” 

A piece of dialogue from the film 
(Jon has a cameo in it) precedes the 
album's first song. A high-pitched, 
boyish voice calls, “Yoo-hoo! I'll make 
you famous.” The offer is obviously 
seductive and dangerous. A few 
tracks on, before another song, more 
dialogue from the movie has a charac- 
ter warning Billy the Kid that he is not 
a god, and Billy replies: “Why don’t 
you pull the trigger and find out?” I 
won't comment on how much plausi- 
bility this kind of dialogue adds to the 
movie, but it’s interesting that it's on 
the record. Because it’s unnecessary. 
It’s whimsical and I think it’s a clue de- 
liberately left behind, like a cryptic 
note. Jon Bon Jovi is on a journey, to 
which he has so far only admitted the 
departure, not the destination. He de- 
nies this is a solo album, or in any way 
a significant interruption of the on- 
going corporate juggernaut of Bon 
Jovi. But at the same time he tells peo- 
ple he doesn't want to be limited by 
the band. And he knows that as far as 
Bon Jovi the business goes, he holds 
the trademark. 

So I think he's waiting to see how 
well this album does. Those swatches 
of dialogue are whimsical but not cas- 
ual. They hint at what he's doing right 
now with his life, which is baiting the 
notion and godhead of fame. He's test- 
ing it. 


“What were you like in high school?” 

“[ had a small group of friends. I 
wasn't a jock who made all the teams. 
Iwasn't what we used to call a dirtbag, 
people who just sat around and 
smoked dope. I had a band and that 
band played I think the last high 
school dance at Sayreville High 
School. I was playing Motown covers 
and Southside Johnny songs, in bars, 
when all the other guys in my school 
were listening to the Grateful Dead. 
And then everybody agreed in the 
middle, with Aerosmith and Alice 
Cooper. I was like an extreme weirdo 
because I started to figure out how to 
sneak into clubs and hang out in bars.” 

“What was it like growing up in an 
Italian family?” 

“It's not like a per se Italian family, 
it's not like you'd really want it to be. 
Not since I was a little kid and my 
grandfather was still alive and there 


were family gatherings. I asked my 
grandmother about it and she said she 
really missed it, the cousins and big 
family on Sunday, everything was cen- 
tered around the grandparents. She 
says, it’s just changed, that every- 
body's gone their own different ways, 
and it's not the same anymore, and 
she’s had to come to terms with that. 
‘That's too bad, I miss that. I'ma real 
romantic when it comes to that shit” 

“What music influenced you when 
you were starting out?” 

“Llove the Animals. But I found the 
Animals in the '80s. Thin Lizzy's “The 
Boys Are Back in Town’ was a big 
song for me to learn to play on the gui- 
tar. ‘Taking Care of Business’ and 
Kiss songs and Chuck Berry stuff, 
“cause it was easy. The mid-'70s stuff, 
too, like Aerosmith and Kansas and 
Alice Cooper.” 

“Was there ever any great doubt in 
your mind that. you’d make it?” 

“Never great doubt. For a second I 
fluttered when ‘Runaway’ [his first 
single, a local radio favorite before he 
got a record contract] didn't seem to 
be doing it for me and the fourth set of 
demos got turned down by everyone, 
and I couldn't keep the band. For a 
second I thought, what if I can’t get in 
a band? And then I said, fuck that, I'l 
do it. Shortly thereafter, it worked. I 
wasn't going tobe told no by anyone” 

“Were you that single-minded?" 

“Oh, yeah. In school, they'd say 
"you'll never get into college.’ I'd say, 
well, I don’t want to get into college.” 

“What do you think you've left be- 
hind by reaching the level you've 
reached? Isn't part of touring with the 
Jukes not to completely leave it all 
behind?” 

“The Jukes thing is fun. I love play- 
ing. That's just fun time. I don't know 
what I've left behind, what I missed. 

“When I was a kid I always wanted 
to go down to the beach and work on 
the boardwalk for a summer. But I 
never did, because I was always trying 
to get a band going or apractice going 
and I never had the opportunity. I 
would've liked to have experienced 
those things. My life has been sort of 
one-dimensional. Every year I say this 
is the year that I—fill in the blank. 
Anything, as long as it doesn't have to 
do with cutting another record and/or 
touring. I'm not ready for that year yet” 

“Is there a danger, as you mature as 
an adult, that you just naturally lose 
touch with the culture you're writing 
about?" 

“Yeah, sure, there's that. For me to 
live in a secluded castle on the hill and 
write about the kid that hangs out on 
the baseball field, is impossible. 

“What happens when times 
change and tastes change and the look 
changes and you miss it? Yes, it hap- 


pens. What do I do about it? I'm not 
there yet, I can’t answer you. I try to 
still hang out and do what I need to do, 
and hang in a bar or go to a balll game, 
and be any human being, and not go to 
the A-list events. I've never liked go- 
ing to those parties and the bullshit.” 

“Are you afraid of losing your tal- 
ent, or of getting writer's block?” 

“Sure. I certainly don’t want it to 
end. People tell you, well, it's gonna 
dry up and that’s gonna be the Bon 
Jovi chapter until the next band 
comes along and takes that slot and 
they're more in tune with what's hap- 
pening that day and you're done. But I 
justhave to take the stubborn attitude 
that I wasn't expected to be here and I 
wasn't expected to last and now, I 
don't expect to leave.” 

“What's been your relationship with 
critics, generally?” 

“It’s not very good. We're the kind 
of guys that can go around getting 
slagged, but you keep standing for 
what you stood for 7, 8 years ago. And 
we never came off as Flavor of the 
Month Club. We didn’t do disco when 
that was in fashion, and look like Boy 
George when that was in fashion, We 
were always us. 

“So who are these critics who go on 
arampage about how ‘this is schlock!" 
Well, fuck you, I haven't heard you 
write anything better, That's how 
America is, you build someone up 
then you knock them down. 

“Somebody said on a commercial 
once, we write folk music, music for 
folks. I thought that was funny, but I 
thought that was true, and it’s pretty 
neat. I'drather write a songlike ‘Livin’ 
on a Prayer’ that was about Tommy 
and Gina and how they struggled to 
pay their rent. Maybe some Tommy 
and Gina are better people for that 
song. I've never understood so much 
that I had to save the world with the 
music, I'd rather just make someone 
happy.’ 

“What song writers do you really 
admire?" 

“Melissa Etheridge is real good. I'm 
surprised she doesn’t get more credit. 
There's some Tom Waits stuff that are 
great songs. SteveVan Zandt, I think,is 
a great writer. Hank Williams was a 
great writer. Prince has had some 
great songs. ‘Sign o' the Times,’ the 
lyrics were fucking bingo.” 

“You say you're stressed. What's the 
source of that stress?” 

“Work, I guess, 

“Working too hard, or afraid you're 
not working enough? A subtle 
difference.” 

“Probably the latter. It’s not just me, 
it's any guy in any big rock band who 
people think is something more than 


‘continued on page 95 
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FEATURING "“STARDOG CHAMPION” 
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e 
Be THe ; \ Vorrell successful in the Middle East—if he forces Iraq to withdraw, or if he blitzes 
aw Baghdad—he and his political allies will use the opportunity to escalate, not 


de-escalate, the struggle for culture. And if he is not successful—if the United 
States gets bogged down in a stalemate or a bloody occupation—then the US. 
troops are hostages to his fortunes. Criticizing the war will be tantamount to 
criticizing the men and women whose lives are at risk from an dictatorial 
enemy. The opposition to right-wing Kulturkampf will not only be symbolized 
by flag-burning, baby-killing, homosexual black drug addicts. The cultural op- 
position—meaning you and I—will be certifiably disloyal Americ 

The way out of this bind is to go to the very heart of the Kulturkampf: the 
Vietnam War Memorial in Washington, D.C. Here is where America comes to 
grips with the war that created the counterculture and all the social change 
that is so contested today. 

‘The Vietnam War Memorial—popularly known as “the wall" —is a gigantic 
black-marble hinge stuck down into a meadow in the center of the nation’s 
capital. The names of the more than 58,000 soldiers who died in Vietnam are 
carved on the two faces of the memorial. A path alongside the wall descends 
into the ground alongside one face of the memorial and then rises back to the 
surface along the other. 

‘There's no message written on these walls, only names. You don't have to 
know anyone who died in Vietnam to be moved by it. The memorial honors the 
deepest feelings of the substantial minority of Americans who think the war 
was, as President Reagan declared, a “noble cause.” It no less honors the 
deepest feelings of the majority who believe the war was immoral. This cultur- 
al toleration is precisely what gives the wall its appeal. 

When the design for the memorial was first unveiled in 1981, it was reviled 
by the same type of conservatives who now claim to speak for the culture and 
morals of the American people. It was denounced as an insult to the dead; a 
pacifistic mockery of the war effort, a “gash in the grass”; as a “black gash of 


Who's responsible for a political situation 
where unorthodox expression is so 
controversial? It’s easy to blame Jesse 
Helms, but the paleoconservatives have 
always been around. 


shame”; as the “Jane Fonda wall.” For right-wingers, the wall seems to have 
been terrifyingly, well, female. 

Now that the wall is the most popular sight-seeing spot in the nation’s cap- 
ital, and almost universally praised for its dignity and power, the right-wingers 
are silent, But I think they were right to fear the unique design of the memorial. 
It was designed by Maya Lin, a young architecture studentat Yale who came of 
age after the war, after the values of the counterculture had begun working 
: . their way into the mainstream. 

at alee SEM ; ‘These values can be found at the deepest point of the path, where the two 
sie i F rE faces of the wall meet. Here there is a neat optical illusion: You can make your 
Bernie Worrellismere than one of the most prolific and influential ? 
ters, producers, arrangers and instrumentalists in the history Telectonialsappess re 
‘of Punk. He; quite simply, is one of the most innovative keyboar- Stand with your shoulders parallel to the wall and look straight ahead. You 
ists the World has-ever seen.” expect to see yourself, but you don't. Instead, you see the path leading up to 
Peter Wetherber the Washington Monument. Take one step to your right and rotate your shoul- 
Uncut Funk ders so that your are standing parallel to the other wall. You look for yourself, 
and you see in the black marble the reflection of the path leading to the Lin- 
coln Memorial, glowing through the green tree: 

One way, you are a preposterous white phallic symbol named after the 

Founding Father who warned Americans against the temptation of “entan- 
” overseas. The other way, you are the temple where Honest 


i ‘ ling alliane 
Funk-Meister Master&Friends Abe broods about war, national division, and freedom. At this point, the heart 


onCramavision Compa ct Discs. Cassettes @ LP's of the wall and American culture is peace, love, and understanding, and it’s not 


so funny. The founding of the nation, the bloody war of emancipation and 

unity, and the defeat of imperial ambition are not behind us, but in us. They 
GRAMAVIS.1 0.0 don’t goad us toward feats of national greatness, but rather toward humility, 
460) respect, tolerance, and awareness. Down here is a way of life worth fighting 
for, and now we have to fight for it. @ 


“Bernie Worrell is a genius 
David Byrne 


“No one even comes close to Bernie,” 


Bill Laswell. 
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Jon Bon Jovi 
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he is. You can't believe it. You sort of 
#0, ‘Are you sure?’ You don't want to 
sit down for the summer because you 
think, maybe I don't deserve to be 
here, I should be doing something. It's 
starting to get to m 

“You're afraid if you let go, you'll 
lose it. If you stop running, you'll fall 
apart.” 

“Like you said, you miss the street. I 
don’t want to miss seeing the street 
change. I want to still be on the street, 
I'm not comfortable playing the role, 
it'snot worth playing. That's why [live 
at home, a half hour from where 1 
grew up. It'stoo nice on the other side. 
You get spoiled and fall in and drown.” 

“Tread a great quote from you once. 
You said you'd like to be remembered 
as a great songwriter, not a great post- 
er on someone's daughter's wall. Do 
you think you're improving as a 
songwriter?’ 

“Lthink I'm improving, I don't know. 
I mean, I can't write ‘Never Say Good- 
bye.’ Ican't—I won't—write the prom 
song. It wouldn't make any sense. But 
writing a soundtrack album like the 
Guns thing, or having someone saying 
something nice about you like Daryl 
Hall, and trusting your instincts, you 
think maybe you're getting better at it, 
you know? I'm not going to write New 
Jersey again, that’s the past. ‘Living in 
Sin’ was when I was considering the 
crossroads of having to grow up. I 
don’t want to say my next album is go- 
ing to be about the plight of the black 
man, but it’s going to be something 
other than the last album. 

“But at the end of the day, I try hard- 
er than anything to dispel the sex sym- 
bol side of it. I never felt comfortable 
being that guy. I never set out to be 
and I didn't want to be. Because those 
posters come down. I want to be re- 
membered because ‘Living on a Pray- 
er’ hit with this guy and that girl, and 
maybe made them feel better that 
day.” 


4. HELLO, CLEVELAND 


TT" POSTERS HAVEN'T come 
down yet from the wall of the 
girl who intercepts Jon on the lobby 
steps of the hotel in Cleveland the 
next day. She's with her mother and 
father and she starts to sob while Jon 
signs an autograph for her. 

Why are you crying, sweetheart?” 

“Because I love you!” 

“Don't forget to get one for your 
interjects the father. 
igns that, too. 
Ihave one for my aunt, too?” 


she asks in between stifled sobs, 
handing him more paper, which he 
signs. 

“Are you really married?” 

“Yes, honey.” 

She takes the collection of priceless 
autographs, holds her breath for an- 
other second, and then ask: 

“Are you going to have children 
with her? 

“Well, I hope so,” answers Jon, with 
a smile as he begins to walk to the lob- 
by. The girl's face melts miserabl 

‘The show that night is at Nautica, an 
outdoor venue on the bend of the 
Cuyahoga River, in an area known as 
the flats, which has been developed 
over the last few years to be a sprawl 
of bars, restaurants, and live music 
clubs. 

Backstage before the show is pretty 
low-key. An open area with a couple 
of round picnic tables with umbrellas 
and a pair of trailers. A few crashers 
have gotten in. A fat mother and her 
pudgy daughter, dressed what they 
think is provocatively, corner Jon. The 
mother asks him if he remembers 
meeting them. Politely he tells them 
he doesn't. “Ya don't remember? We 
had our picture taken with you in 
Montreal?” She motions to her daugh- 
ter who pulls out of her handbag a 
photo book and finds the evidence, 
‘There it is: a picture of the three of 
them, backstage after Bon Jovi's 
show. 

‘an I see that a minute? 

He takes the album and flips the 
plastic pages. Every one shows a pho- 
tograph taken with a major rock act— 
even Bruce. 

“How'd you get. so many backstage 
passes?” The question hangs there. 
‘They don'tanswer and frankly none of 
us want to hear it. 

Inside the trailer, killing time before 
the show, Southside and Jon are talk- 
ing about a musician called Norman 
Nardini. “You know Norman?” asks 
Jon, walking around the room, idly fin- 
gering the guitar he has slung over his 
shoulder. “I was helping record some 
demos he was doing once, and at one 
point his guitar was so out of tune, I 
stopped the tape and told him you're 
way out of tune, man! He said to me, 
‘Being out of tune is what rock'n'roll is 
all about.’” 

Both men laugh and Southside 
lurches forward, slaps his thigh and 
roars, “He was right. You were wrong, 
motherfucker!” 

The show goes over tremendously, 
even though after the first number the 
skies open up and it downpours, 
drenching the crowd, only a handful 
of whom actually leave. The rest con- 
tinue to dance in the rain as Southside 
Johnny sings his classics, such as “On 
the Beach” and “Talk to Me.” At one 


point at the end, he and Jon are lead- 
ing the crowd in Southside's trade- 

mark song, “I Don't Wanna Go Home, 

where the audience reaches up on the 
lines “I know we had to try /‘To reach 
up and touch the sky.” Southside 
‘stops and lets Jon do it alone. “That’ 
not how you do i ts the older 


man, taking th ssing 
the audience: “He’s new and hasn't 
gotten the hang of it yet. Show him 


how it's done.” 

“I know we had to try, to reach up 
and touch the sky!” Cleveland sings 
back, louder. 

“There. That's how it's done.” 

“Oh, I get it now" resigns.Jon, enjoy- 
ing himself immensely, like a kid 
brother getting so much of his older 
brother's attention. 

After the show, Jon, Southside, and 
most of the Jukes are back in the trail- 
er, Cokes and a few beers float in a 
tray of water that is the ice melted. An 
open bottle of Jack Daniels draws 
‘some interest. A warm bottle of white 
wine gets none. Southside is still 
worked up about the security, who 
roughed up a kid who got on the stage. 
Jon is slouched low in the couch, 
shirtless, his feet sprawled out in front 
of him, Now they're killing time before 
the bus leaves. 

Jane Scott from the Cleveland 
Plain Dealer knocks on the trailer 
door and asks if she can come in and 
say hello to both Johns. Jon springs to 
life enthusiastically. Jane is one of the 
longest serving music critics in Amer- 
ica—she interviewed the Beatles 
when they first came over. “She's al- 
ways been very good to me," Jon tells 
me. “She's always gotten it.” 

Jane tells Southside she enjoyed the 
show, then he goes to the dressing 
room to change. She asks Jon about 
being married and why he's playing in 
the Jukes, all the while scribbling 
down in her tiny notebook. I've met 
her before too and she asks me what's 
new with SPIN, a question that tempo- 
rarily stumps me. I tell her I'm chroni- 
cling the life and times of Jon Bon Jovi 
for the next cover. She writes that 
down, 

“Lshould send you some of the first 
pieces I wrote about Jon,” she say: 

“Yeah, you should read those 
chimes in Jon, who wants to get 
changed now, too. “They were excel- 
lent. You should definitely see those. 
‘To Jane: “Please send them to him. 
You've always been good to us.” 

Ever the journalist, Jane asks me, 
“So how are things with your father?” 

Jon Bon Jovi answers for me. 

“They love and respect each other 
and that's all there i 
as he walks past us into the dressing 
room, closing the door gently behind 
him. o 
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AxI Rose 
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as well; both stayed in the Top Ten for 
several months. In a typical week dur- 
ing this period, Guns N’ Roses sold in 
excess of 200,000 pieces of product. 
Not bad for five misspent youths who 
set out only to blow away all the other 
LA. club bands; to show the posers 
and wanna-bes how it was really 
done. 

To be entirely true—to do it up 
right—they should have then walked 
away, split up, or died. Like the Pis- 
tols. Instead they fought their way out 
of the trash heap of LA.’s heavy-metal 
Sunset Boulevard scene to become 
the last authentic bad boys. And they 
are a band in the best sense of the 
word—a rock'n'roll gang, a family 
that hangs together because, one sus- 
pects, without each other, they'd hang 
apart. 

In some sort of confused, muddled 
way I was trying to tell Axl that I be- 
lieved in him and the band, and saw 
that the future and the possibilities for 
them were fantastic—that there is a 
place to go that Morrison stopped 
short of. As Guns N’ Roses fight the 
battle of chemical dependency, so do 
millions of Americans. The band can 
grow and lead their audience into ma- 
turity with them, or they can cater to 
their fans by giving them more of the 
same 

I wanted to know which way Axl 
was headed, but how could Lask him if 
he intended to kill himself? 

Fortunately, Axl broached the sub- 
ject himself, And then he picked up 
the ball and started running with it 

“You know, I went to Morriso 
grave site last year,” Axl said softly. “T 
knew I could go the same way Jim did; 
that I could go down in flames; crucify 
myself on the altar of rock'n'roll. Ev- 
eryone's always talking about me dy- 
ing anyway, it would be easy to do.” 

“Too easy,” I add, fearing what he 
was leading up to. “It's easy to die. Liv- 
ing is the hard thing,” 

“Tell me about it,” Axl said, 

“Joseph Campbell wrote about how 
ahero's grave site can be a place for a 
breakthrough; a point of meditation. 
Campbell said that when you sojourn 
to the grave of someone you revere it 
points to the impulse to imitate the 
deeds of that her 

“That's what | did; that's why I went, 
there. I just sat down next to where he 
was lying, if he’s even there. I don’t 
know; it’s not even the point. I was just 


thinking. I don't even remember how 
tw 


Jong I was ther s one of those 
depressing gray days. Nobody recog- 
nized me, so I was left alone. And, you 


know, it was like a turning point. Ijust 
realized that I could sacrifice myself 
like Morrison did, if I wanted to. That 
was my turning point—that it was up 
to me. I could keep going the way I 
was going and end up like that.” 

“The path of excess leads to the pal- 
ace of wisdom,” I said, echoing one of 
Morrison's favorite quotes from Wil- 
liam Blake. 

‘But not if you dic. If you die, the 
path of excess leads to a dirt plot in a 
foreign land that people pour booze 
on and put out cigarettes on,” replied 
Axl. 

‘That didn't have to be Axl’s way. 
Yet, wasn't that partly what Axl had 
wanted? To pack 80 years of living 
into as short a life as possible? Make 
as big an impact as possible with that 
life, so that after he says goodbye he’s 
remembered forever? To trans-subli- 
mate the light and the energy that is 
life into the immortality of art? To 
burn to death in that spotlight? Isn't 
that what he read and found attractive 
in that book about Morrison? 

“Yeah,” he conceded, “it was—up 
to that point. That was the turning 
point.” 

“What did you see there, Axl?” 

“Death. And it wasn't hip and it 
wasn't glamorous. It was just a 
waste.” 

‘And that, as they are fond of saying 
of chemical dependency 
days, was Axl Rose’s “moment 
arity.” To live for what Morrison 
stood for, not die from what he died 
from. 

“[ decided I was going to live for my- 

self, not die for rock'n'roll. I refuse to 
martyr myself on the altar of rock’n’ 
roll. Jim stood for being an individual, 
being true to himself. That's the same 
thing I want, But I realized I want to be 
myself, not like him. That was his way; 
it didn't have to be mine. I just saw I 
was lucky, I saw I had a choice before 
was too late.’ 
I knew that it took a lot more than 
just saying you wanted to choose life. 
Finding out how to live was the hard 
part, As I sat listening to Axl's confes- 
sion I thought of the night backstage 
after the Guns N’ Roses show, before 
the Stones began their set, when I 
asked Mick Jagger about Guns N’ 
Roses’ chances of surviving. He 
seemed like the guy who'd know, 
since the danger level that Guns N’ 
possess has brought on com- 
parisons between them and the early 
Rolling Stones. 

“Well, Idon’t know about that,” Jag- 
ger said. “They're much more heavy 
metal.” 

He laughed, not as if he couldn't 
bother to take their threat seriously, 
but as if he'd simply grown beyond 


caring about such matters. The bot- 
tom line is that he's Mick Jagger, and 
Axl Rose has long way to go. I got the 
feeling that going the distance was the 
only yardstick Jagger was going to 
judge this band by. And since it was 
too early to tell, the question was irre!- 
evant, The implication was threat and 
danger are fine elements for a band to 
possess, but without a sense of surviv- 
al, it all goes to waste. 

“It's like the Clash, isn’t it id 
Jagger. “Or the Sex Pistols. Not the 
music, but that other thing, like, 
they're set on self-destruct.” 

“A self-fulfilling doom prophecy,” I 
said. 

“Exactly,” Jagger smiled, “A built-in 
obsolescence. They can't last like that. 
‘There are other ways to be self-de- 
structive—" 

“Chemically?” I suggest. 

“Yeah, but is that a symptom or the 
cause?” Jagger asked back, with a 
devilish grin. 


ITTING BACK AT THE TABLE with 

Axl, we toasted to ourreconcili- 
ation, and as I was leaving the table 1 
felt I had his blessing. And I was root- 
ing for him, Axl was demonstrating 
clear signs that things were looking 
up. For one, with the drummer prob- 


lem solved and Matt Sorum from the 
Cult replacing Steven Adler, recording 
for their forthcoming and long-de- 
layed second LP was recently com- 
pleted. Early word is that it's brilliant, 
possessing a progress and growth be- 
yond Appetite for Destruction. The 
new album contains “November 
Rain,” a song Axl has wanted to re- 
cord since before the release of the 
first LP. “If1 don’t record this song be- 
fore I go, I'm gonna be pissed,” he told 
an interviewer two-and-a-half years 
ago, Now it's done and the word is it 
Guns N’ Roses epic verse, their “Stair- 
way to Heaven,” Axl’s very own “The 
End. 

Also included in the package is a 
cover of Paul McCartney's “Live and 
Jn one hand, Me 
on the other hand, it’s also 
custom-made for Guns N’ Roses and 
the band bring to their cover version 
the same heart and soul that John Len- 
non once brought to the “McCartney 
+" equation. 

As my manuscript for the book on 
Guns N’ Roses was about to be turned 
in, a news item on Axl landed on my 
desk, Ax! filed a complaint against his 
neighborhood police following what 
he felt to be an unwarranted raid, He 
claimed he was the victim of police 
harassment and heavy-handed intimi- 


dation, The same guy who in the song 
“One in a Million” wrote, “Police and 
niggers, stay out of my way,” is now 
going to the police. The cops might 
not have changed in that time, but Axl 
ha 


‘The cops were allegedly r 
to a complaint regarding loud mu 
and excessive noise emanating from 
Rose’s apartment. Axl said: “My wife, 
my friend [Skid Row singer Sebastian 
Bach, no slouch when it comes to au- 
thority provocation himself], and I 
were sitting there on the balcony, hi 
ing dinner, and my wife suddenly saw 
about seven to nine police cars pulling 
up below. She thought someone had 
been killed, It took 13 or 14 cops about 
40 minutes to organize themselves 
downstairs. They thought they were 
pulling some big sneak attack. My 
wife couldn't see through the eychole 
who was knocking, and they didn’t 
identify themselves, so she opened 
the door, and there they were, and 
they said to me, ‘Step out, and I said, 
‘Yeah, alright’ This cop shoved my 
wife, walked into my place, and is now 
claiming I invited him in, He's lying. 
‘That's assault and trespassing and | 
want an investigation. I don't know if 
they're out to get me, but they hate my 
guts and I don’t know why.” 

But Axl hasa theory: “M 


e it’s be- 


cause if you're working the [Sunset] 
Strip, and you saw these long-haired 
guys with earrings who have no so- 
cially redeeming qualities going out 
with these girls you wished you had, it 
might tend to piss you off after a few 
years.” 


Axl and Erin have been apart and 
back together three times in the few 
months they've been married. Now 
Axl is able to say, “Our marriage is 
good when we're communicating. 
‘Then it opens up a lot of doors and 
things of hope that I really didn’t see 
or believe in before and just read 
about in books. Being married is more 
a part of me now. The institution of 
marriage itself is mumbo-jumbo pa- 
perwork, but the union of two people 
when you get involved just blows me 
away.” 

Axl can even imagine a future in- 
cluding children. “I'm looking forward 
to it, We already have the children 
ned, We want to have a boy named 
hiloh Blue and a girl named Willow 
Amelia.” s 


Excerpts of this article will appear in 
the forthcoming book, Appetite for 
Destruction: The Days of Guns N’ 
Roses by Danny Sugerman, to be 
published by St. Martin's Pre 
Spring 1991. 
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TV trivia 
questions...” 


It’s easy and fun! Call the number below 
from your push-button phone & 
select 1 of these 4 categories! 


1. Movies before 1970 3. TV before 1970 
2. Movies after 1970 4. TV after 1970 


Answer 9 questions correctly and win $100. 


95¢ per min, Void where prohibited © 1990 Nat'l. Media Mktg. Inc. 


For 2 free samples, 
senda self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to: 


SAGAM we 


8725 W. Higgins Rd. #481 
Chicago,IL 60631 


Europe's favorite 
condoms...Now 
inthe U.S.! 


Number 1 in quality 
according to French, 
Swiss, and German 
Consumer Reports 


Trump Card 


Continued from page 56 


and obnoxious, spitting the uglin 
of it all right back at them, but drug: 
and alcohol would have offered an es- 
cape from the true horror and mad- 
of capturing the emotional 
reality of polyester. The booze and the 
s would have offered an all-too- 
convenient antidote to this place 
where the dots originated from, be- 
fore they were beamed to the huddled 
clusters of frightened dullards 
camped around the boxes of canned 
hysteria desperately waiting to be 
filled up by the televised emptiness. 
‘Those who had long ago forsaken the 
natural splendor just outside the 
door—longago forsaken their own in- 
stincts about what was good in life— 
for the perfectly modulated voice of 
the announcer inviting them to pis 
their life away for the chance to 
choose what was behind Door No. | or 
buy a vowel or predict what idiocy 
their husbands had to say. 

‘Quick, let's go back to the room 
and fuck,” I suggested to Gloria at the 
end of the taping. 

“What?” 

“Quick, let's go back to the room 
and fuck; now, before it’s too late.” 

“What the hell are you talking 
about?” 


“We need an antidote, some drastic 
measure to get. us back in touch with 
our own humanity, a return to the 
great natural forces. I think passion- 
ate, sweaty, dirty sex is just what we 
need to cure the madness. ... Some- 
thing real, something natural ... be- 
fore we disappear in the giant leisure 


hole, you're the only 
walking around this 
you had your chance 


last night. 
“L still had some sanity left last 
night—” 
“Oh, thanks a lot! Ba 


! You really 
know how to say all the right things, 
don'teha?” 

“You don't understand—" 

“Louk, those people are signing up 
to be contestants! We can be on the 
show! want lo be on the show! Fwant 
to be on the show! This is my big 
chance to strike it rich! Come on, you 
gotta get me on the show!” 

‘This wasn't the antidote I was look- 
ing for. No, this was giving into the 
iness completely. We were lost 
again in one of the corridors when 
Gloria noticed the sign outside the 
door welcoming the casinogoers to 
try their luck as contestants on 
Trump Card. The proceedings were 
already underway in what looked like 
a high school classroom. Fifty ordi- 


nary Americans crammed into the 
folding chairs trying to emote a conge- 
nial vacuousness in hopes of getting 
selected 

We took some seats in the back as a 
well-tanned man at the head of the 
class had everyone stand and tell a lit- 
tle about themselves. Stuff like what 
they did, who they were married to, 
how many loving kids they had, When 
my turn came, I mumbled something 
inane: “Well at least I'm not in El 
Salvador.” 

It was the most positive thing 1 
could come up with. Then it was Glo- 


ria’s turn, 
“oy 


n with him,” was all she could 


Next the tests were handed out, and 
the clock was started and we were off. 
‘Thirty questions, ten minutes. Then 
they gathered up the tests and made 
polite conversation while we were be- 
ing graded. We were being judged on 
how well we scored as well as how 
personable we came off. 

I flunked. Gloria did better than me, 
but she still didn't make the team. The 
only difference was that she wasn’t 
happy about it 

“Who the fuck cares who the secre- 
tary of state is anyway?” Gloria was 
bitching with the other 45 people 
whose services were no longer re- 
quired—dismissed from the cla 
room, all grumping as we meandered 
down the hall. 

“I guess somebody still does—hey 
look, an exit. 

‘The blast of humidity was invigorat- 
ing after hours of climate control. The 
fer was choppy, rough, and unman- 
ageable. The sailboats were having a 
field day. And where we walked to at 
the end of the boardwalk, where the 
buses park at the end of the day, three 
old black men sat on the withered 
gray planks of boardwalk as they 
stared off into the water, their fishing 
poles providing a great excuse for a 
zy day. The combined smell of the 
salt water, the old wood, the dried s 
weed, and the oranges from their 
lunch was doing a nice job of filling up 
the emptiness we had just left. Here 
on the boardwalk, staring out at the 
water, there was no sign of Trump. 
“Catch anything” 
The oldest of them opened his eyes, 
little surprised, and smiled quiet 
smiled at being caught napping. 

“{ don't even know,” he laughed. 

“You gonna stand here all day or 
you gonna come play blackjack?” Glo- 
riaasked when she caught up with me, 

“Think I'll stay.” 

“T'm not waiting around for you.” 

“Okay.” 

“Well, I'll see ya.” 

Yeah.” 6 


AIDS 


continued from page 73, 


and squamous-cell carcinomas of the skin. That 
toxic antiviral drugs—particularly AZT—might be 
a factor in some of these cancer cases is gaining 
ground among AIDS researchers. Some prominent 
scientists, such as Paul Jolicoeur of the Clinical Re- 
search Institute of Montreal (see “Words From the 
Front,” July’90), even suggest that AIDS is the prod- 
uct of a cancerlike process in the body. Immune 
disturbances leading to a complete breakdown of 
bodily defenses are triggered only after cells prolif- 
erate abnormally, according to this theory emerg- 
ing from extensive animal research. 


L ‘T JANUARY, ACT UP launched a campaign to 
stop Monaco’s AIDS data base from moving be- 
yond the test phase. Monaco had received more 
than $47,000 in 1988 from the National Institute of 
Allergy and Infectious Diseases (NIAID) to demon- 
strate how the data base would work, She wanted 
an additional $500,000 to get it operational. 

ACT UP warned in an open letter to AIDS organi- 
zations across the country that Monaco was “a fi 
advocate of patient empowerment.” A  back- 
grounder on Monaco, sent along with the letter, 
tore into her affiliations—particularly her role as a 
consultant to major insurance companies—and 
condemned her probable panelists for the data 
“sworn enemies of what they label health 


base as “s 
fraud and quackery.” ACT UP also asked NIAID to 
stop funding the project, accusing Monaco of 
having a conflict of interest because of their 
involvement with the health-insurance industry. 

Feeling the pressure from ACT UP, Monaco with- 
drew her proposal for further funding of the AIDS 
project in April, but she insists that the group's as- 
sault on her ties with insurance companies is a red 
herring, 

But what about Monaco’s role as a board mem- 
ber of the National Council Against Health Fraud? 
This is a refuge for hardened quackbusters—the 
type that make careers out of zeroing in on any- 
thing that doesn’t smell of established medicine. 
And what about her position on the board of scien- 
tific advisors to the industry-backed and some- 
times-quackbusting American Council on Health 
and Science? And what about her participation in a 
series of lectures on health fraud sponsored by the 
FDA, which involves notorious quackbusters like 
John Renner, a Kansas City doctor who has made a 
career of attacking alternative health products? 

“Look,” she says, “I've invented my own niche. I 
don’t want to lose my voice in these places. I'll lose 
my voice if I'm left out.” Translation: She can be a 
spark plug for real change. Take her philosophical 
difference with Renner. “He believes you first must 
demonstrate something by the rules to show it is 
worth something. Not me. I believe patients have 
the right to choose anything they want, but also that 
they should have the information to make an in- 
formed choice. 

“In fact, there are several remedies that our re- 
viewers feel could serve as adjuncts to established 
treatment. And we will likely be recommending ad- 
ditional studies to test some of these.” 

But AIDS activists are not buying her line, and 
warn they will target her for demonstrations in 


cities where she speaks on behalf of quackbusting 
if she continues to push for an AIDS data base or 
some similarly biased information system. 

Gene Fedorko was among several activists who 
ran into Monaco in June in Fort Lee, New Jersey, 
after a talk show on health fraud was canceled. 
Monaco was invited on the show because she was 
giving talk on health fraud at a conference in near- 
by Princeton sponsored by the FDA. Renner was 
also invited. ACT UP member Bob Lederer was 
scheduled to appear as a late replacement for a 
California AIDS activist more sympathetic to Mona- 
co. Monaco refused to go on the air with him, 

‘Things got tense. Fedorko and Lederer talked 
about walking into the studio to stage a sit-in if 
Monaco and Renner went on the air alone. They and 
other activists were prepared to be arrested if nec- 
essary. The show's producer opted to fill the spot 
with a rerun, 

‘Tempers flared when Monaco, Renner, and the 
activists met on the sidewalk outside the TV sta- 
tion. 

“People who are pushing stuff don't even know 
shit about side effects of their own products,” Mo- 
naco jabbed, referring to the business of promoting 
what she calls “untested and unproven” remedies. 

Fedorko did not appreciate her tone and wasted 
no time getting to the point, “The problem is you're 
not trusted in the AIDS community,” Fedorko told 
Monaco. “You're not trusted as being a representa- 
tive to protect us from these unproven remedies. 
We would rather do our own work.” 

“By all means, do it yourself,” Monaco barked. 
‘Then, as if to dissociate herself from Renner, Mon- 
aco lamented: “I'm always caught in the middle. 
get pooped on from both sides.” 

She then offered the AIDS activists a deal. “Let's 
make a secret pact. I will not talk about it and you 
will not talk about it. Why don't I get one of my guys 
to do [a review of] one product you name. Any e 
tablished product.” 

One activist shouted, “Why not look 
This made Monaco uncomfortable. Inv 
mainstream AIDS treatments is not what she is 
about. Later she would say that “there are other 
people to look at these types of issues.” 


IDS ACTIVISTS AND MONACO will likely remain 
ies. The controversy goes well beyond the 
sue of health fraud, 

Monaco is asking AIDS activists for their trust. A: 
far as they are concerned, she has a lot to learn— 
some are the same people who believe the question 
of whether HIV truly is the cause of AIDS remains 
unanswered, and are furious at the powerful AIDS 
establishment. for blocking serious discussion of 
their concerns. 

But Monaco’s campaign to categorize AIDS treat- 
ments shouldi't be overlooked totally. She is con- 
vinced that AIDS is ripe for rip-off products—a 
carry-over from the cancer marketplace. “The idea 
for an AIDS data base is to hit early before fraud in 
AIDS became entrenched,” she says. “It is astonish- 
ing to me that individuals who harp on freedom of 
choice in medicine would try to stop any effort to 
permit fully informed choice,” she says, and she has 
not given up. “We will try to liaison with the AIDS 
groups and maybe find some common ground, 

Fat chance. “She should know by now that we 
won't put up with her,” Fedorko says. @ 


Steve Sokol, "The 
World's Fittest Man,” 
prefers NordicPower 


power to be your best! 

It's time to get in shape and NordicPower is the 
machine that can get the job done. Effective. 
Efficient. NordicPower has the power to sculpt 
the body you want. Use the Power to pump up 
your arms. Broaden your chest. Whatever 
muscle group you want to work on 
NordicPower delivers the power and the results 
you are looking for. 


Grasp the Power. 

Change your life. 

NordicPower replaces bulky free-weights and 
costs less than one-third the price of a 
complete Soloflex® package. Be strong, 
confident and fit. Call for a free video and 
brochure. Try NordicPower at home for 30 
days with no risk or obligation. Your friends 
will see the difference! 


Dept. 6090 
141 Jonathan Bivd. N. 
Chaska, MN 55318 
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Support your Indie Labels! To sample these releases, dial 1-900-872-SPIN. See “Dial SPIN" for details and instructions. 
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ALL crucities anything considered hip on this planet with ALLROY SAVES, 
CRUZ. “Simple Things.” "Cyclops." "Just Living,” and "Sum are a few examples of pop-core 


ve 
rock u can't touch. CRZ 011 (LPICA $7.50; CD $13.00) 


THE RIGHT THING 


‘The RIGHT THING by CHEMICAL PEOPLE pummels pop with shrewd energy and humor. Each 
severaly slices and dices up the joys of sex, food and comics. So get THE RIGHT THING, do 
ily, eal out often and laugh. CRZ 013 (LPICA $7.50; CD $13.00), 


LPICA $7.50; CD $13.00. Send check or money order payable in U.S. 
Z Funds to CRUZ Records, P.O, Box 7756, Long Beach, CA 90807. VISA, 
(213) 835-5810. 
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NEW FROM CAROLINE RECORDS 


A T. CLenir 
A OF Lil = SLUGID 


KISS OF FURY 


LP + CASSETTE +CD 
PLUS 


FIREWALKER 


5S TRACK MAXI-SINGLE UTig 
CONTAINS NEW MIXES Oo t 
AND BONUS TRACKS CONTAINS 
12" + CASSETTE + CD MIND 
ALTERING 
SUBSTANCES 


RECORDS. 
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“Get Lucky by Lucky 7 is one hopin’ 
little platter... Bary °B.B." Ryan is...1om 
the evidence here...the best damn 
‘American oots-rocksongwriterto strut 
hisstutf on vinylsince Dave Alvintore it 
upon the first Blasters’ LP... Imagine a 
Cojun version of Rockpile, and you got 
some idea of what's going on here. 


Awinner” 48 Griffith / Puse 


BUY OUR 
RECORDS: 


P.O. BOX 363 
VAUXHALL, NJ 
07088 


RESTLESS 


ANDY 
PRIEBOY 


on My Wicked Son 
s ~ —_ 


“...the work of a 
demented genius. 
Great stuff.” —Pulse 


Includes ‘Tomorrow 
Wendy” and “On the 
Road Again.” 


EGGPLANT 


sad astrology 


ae 


“.,,about a guy 
who said he’d love 
agirl ‘til the stars 
fell from the sky, 
and they did fall 
from the sky.” 


For a free catalog write: 


Doctor Dream Records 


pocton pocton 
M 60 Plaza Square DREs 
KO) Orange, CA 92666 USA «@y). 
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WOT UNE 
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DIAL: 1-900-872-SPIN 


‘Support your Indie Labels! To sample these releases, dial 1-900-872-SPIN. See “Dial SPIN" for details and instructions. 


ORIGINAL SCORE BY 
VELVET MONKEYS 


4 
es 


STARRING DON FLEMING 4s “RAKE” MALCOLM RIVIERA as “THE ASSASSIN" JAY SPIEGEL is "THE RUMMAGER” 
‘THURSTON MOORE as TACTION PUSSY" JULIA CAFRITZ 2s "MISS SUGAR BOWL’ J MASCIS as "SWEET DICK" 


JOHN HAMMILL as “POLACK JOHNNY” ao wreooucinc DAISY VON FIRTH as “CHIKLET” 


ROUGH 
TRADE 


You'll hit the fuckin’ deck once you 
heor this compilation of cover tunes by 

the SST bomb squad. This collection 

of killer covers Is kicked off by HUSKER DU’s 
‘treatment of “Eight Miles High.” The 

assault never lets up with tunes by 

BLACK FLAG, MINUTEMEN, MEAT PUPPETS, 
DINOSAUR JR. and others. 


SST 263 (LP/CA $7.50; CD $13.00) 


=o 
NO MAN - WHAMON EXPRESS 


NO MAN Is Roger Miller ond on 
WHAMON EXPRESS his guitar rages In the 
MISSION of BURMA vein as no other can, 
WHAMON EXPRESS Includes a dazzling cover 
of Bowie's "Man Who Sold the World” 

‘ond some irresistible originals such as 
“Heaven Street,” “it's Not Enough,” and 
°S.0.8." that will wallop you. 


SST 267 (LP/CA $7.50; CD $13.00) 


Se 
lan SST COMPILATION OF COVER SONGS] 


‘Make Check or Money Order Payable in US. Funds To SST Records PO. Box |, Lawndale, CA 90260 
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like clarity in the tradition of Tracy 
Chapman & Billy Bragg but with a 
lighter touch. - Carol Schutzbantk 


Now ow VHS Powerful, passionate and profoundly 
TO ORDER, WRITE: accessible. 
GHOST LIMB FILMS 
20. Bot 3066 Mark Shepard 
Yass pean po (7? Oren Feather On The Wind 
INCLUDES FULL COLOR POSTER Cassette $8.00 

CD $12.00 


SAN OTAAGS FEATURING: $2.00 postage & handling 


RAGING SLAB Scarecrow Records 
/LOVE XO) ca 212 Nelson Ave 
: LUCY BROWN Peekskill, NY 10566 
awe BLITZ SPEAR: Benjamin R. Lewis Agency - 
WALGABLE. OV. BUY OUR JEN Management (914)739- 


; HEX. 
Donnette Thayer 
and Steve Kiley. 


Lv 3 


VAST HALOS. 
js The betwitching 
second album 


RCD 10186/RACS 


“Candlelight, mist and the dusk of dreams are the fine threads woven 
magically by the silken voice of Donnette Thayer.” —FAD 


Write for free catalogue 
RYKODISC USA 

Pickering Wharf, Bldg. C-36 
Salem MA 01970 


RYKODISC HOTLINE: 614-492-RYKO (7956) 
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ANNOUNCEMENTS 


HOT ROCK/SHOW BIZ NEWS 
EXCLUSIVE daily rock, TV, film, in- 
terviews. Advance tour schedules, 
concert reports, star addresses, 
rock trivia, prizes, new music news. 
99¢ min. 1-900-463-STAR: 


MOTHER LUCY—Confused, de- 
pressed, lonely, worried, nervous, 
sick, family problems, financi 


loved ones, stumbling blocks, 
court cases, need help? 409-647- 
4629, or write P.O.B. 143 Old 
Ocean, TX 77463. 


FREE PROMOTIONAL ALBUMS, 
C.D.S, concert tickets, stereos, 
etc. Information: Barry Publica- 
tions, 477 82nd Street, Brooklyn, 
NY 11209. 


MANHATTAN RECORD CO. 
seeks songs/yrics. Call 1-900-420- 
TALENT. No fee for accepted 
songs. Infinity, 170 Broadway #201 
NY, NY 10038. Songwriters guide to 
success upon request. $10 fee. 


ATTENTION INDIE LABELS Ad- 
vertise your new releases in our 
SPIN Indies section! Low rates! 
GO! Jennifer Hoyt 212-633-8200 


AUTOS FOR SALE 


IS IT TRUE...JEEPS FOR $44 
THROUGH THE GOVERNMENT? 
CALL FOR FACTS! 504-649-3745 
EXT. S-2566 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


PROMOTE LIVE MUSIC EFFEC- 
TIVELY In the small venue. Send 
$9.95 Cool Runnings Mgmt., 2008 
Oak, Cedar Falls, IA 50613 


MUSIC INDUSTRY JOBS! Exclusive 
contacts. $20 Rockpress 427 E 
17th #195 Costa Mesa, CA 92627 


EARNINGS UNLIMITED! MAIL OUR 
burglar alarm advertisements from 
home! RBM Merchandising, Box 
59314 Chicago, IL 60659. 


THING 


DADA DEMOCRACY T-Shirts 
$12.95 + $2 ship. Catalog $1. Trea- 
son, Box 3871R, Mpls. MN 55403 


INCOGNITO BY MAIL 40 pages 
of mens and womens rock cloth- 
ing. Leather, dresses, hats, shades, 
jewelry, 300+ T shirts, accesso- 
ries, & our own Incognito Action 
Sportswear line of clothing. Its 
pumpin!!! Send $2,00 redeemable 
at purchase and send to incognito. 
PO. Box 1286 Dept SP 8 Royal Oak, 
Mi. 48067. 313-548-2980. 


LLECTORS ITEMS 


AUTOGRAPHS—1000 celebrity 
home addresses, Prince, Ma- 
donna, Fox, U2, Jacksons, Cher, 
send $6.00. Box 428666 Cincin- 
nati, OH 45242. 


ROCKIN’ ROBIN GIANT COL- 
LECTABLE poster, memorabilia, & 
magazine catalogue now availa- 
ble. Send $3.00 (cash, check or 
stamps) to: Rockin’ Robin, 1657 S. 
‘Wooster St, LA, CA 90035. 


INCERT TICKETS 


TICKET FINDERS INC. 
Major Concerts—Premium Seats. 
NATIONWIDE. ..301-513-0300 


FAN CLUBS 


HEY MELISSA ETHERIDGE 
FANS! This fan would love to hear 
from other fans! Any info write M.E. 
Box 73 Douglas, Mi 49406. 


ATTENTION SLAVES!!! For those 
addicted to choice music send $1 
to me: Bret Ted Bolding, 525 Ra- 
mona Ave. #A, Montery, CA 93940 
You will receive a membership 
form and info on X-Sound. 


REM. 
Post Office Box 8032 
Athens, GA 30603 


FINANCH 


DEBTS? BILLS PILING UP? Bad 
credit is no problem. We'll help. Li- 
censed/Bonded. Applications ac- 
cepted $500-$50,000. Not a loan 
company. UAC, Dept. SN, PO. Box 
26295, Birmingham, AL. 35226 or 
call (205) 822-8284, 


LET THE GOVERNMENT FINANCE 
your small business. Grants/loans 
to $500,000. Free recorded mes- 


FANZINE 


OFFBEAT-The Fanzine for real 
People! Covers the hottest alterna- 
tive & crossover bands. Anyone can 
write, model or do photography for 
us and we give free advertising to 
new bands! You don't have to have a 
record contract to be a household 
word! The best underground zine in 
the country! For a free sample copy 
& info; S. Thibault, 11 James St 
Milford NH 03085 


HELP WANTED 


EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! As- 
semble products at home. Call for 
info. 504-641-8003 Ext. 2566. 


GET PAID FOR READING BOOKS 
& FILM SCRIPTS. 30,000 yearly po- 
tential! Call 1-900-420-8253. Free 
report mailed! Receive step by 
step manual upon request. $10 fee 


C\OLASSIFIED S 
212-633-8200 


JEWELRY 


WATCH REPLICAS! LOWEST NA- 
TIONWIDE! Warranty! Exact 
weight! 18KT Gold-Plated! (404) 
963-3USA 


MUSICIANS 


“How To Make It In The Music 
Business And TV" Call 1-900- 
420-Talent (Free Book!) Gives sys- 
tematic techniques. Seeking a 
record deal? Audition & Job Line 
(includes TV commercials) Com- 
Prehensive manual upon request 
$10 fee. 


MUSICIANS NATIONAL REFER- 
RAL Pro Musicians & Bands seek- 
ing each other. 1-800-366-4447 


MUSIC IS FUNI It's also a busi- 
ness! To be a success the right 
People must hear your music. 
$19.99 gets names & addresses of 
top 100 A&R reps in the record biz 
{they find and sign talent). Send 
check to MUSIC PROCESSING 304 
Newbury St. Ste 269, Boston, MA 
o2nts. 


Musicans/Songwriters! Join our 
club! Artist Connection, Box 276, 
New Haven, CT 06502 


PEN PALS 


SOVIET-AMERICAN PEN FRIENDS 
All ages, interests & occupations 
‘Only $3! Semco, RO. Box 180851, 
Dallas, TX 75218-0851. 


PENFRIENDS-ENGLAND-USA 
Make lasting friendships. Send 
age, interests. Free reply. Harmony, 
Box'82295 SP, Phoenix, AZ 85071. 


SCANDINAVIA-USSR-POLAND, 
ete.: Worldwide correspondence 
for unattached students/young 
professionals. SCANNA, POB 4-SP, 
Pittsford, NY 14534 716-586-3170 


ISTERS & PHOTO! 


99¢ COLOR CONCERT PHO- 
TOS! World's largest selection, 
‘ver 10,000 beautiful color photos. 
Every group from the 60's to 90's. 
Giant catalog, color sample — $1 
Front Row Photos, Box 484-SN, 
Nesconsit, NY 11767 


FREE CATALOG Over 300 giant 
rock posters. Corey's Posters Inc. 
RO. Box 40811, Dept-S, Indianapo- 
lis, Indiana 46240 1-317-843-CORY, 
1-800-536-CORY 


‘POSTERS ONLY‘ LARGEST 
selection anywhere. Imports, Mu- 
sic, Psychedelic, Movies, Art, Per- 
sonalities, 96-pg catalog $2. 
Poster Service, 255 Northland 
Bivd. Cincinnati, OH 45246 Dept 
8001 


Poster (23"% 35") depicts 12 ani- 
mal penises (man to whale) $10: 
Poster Co. Box 673A Bloomington, 
IN 47402 


HANGOVERS NO MORE Easy 
recipe! Send $3.00 SASE Holt Dist. 
Box 1197-S, Port Hardy, BC 
VON2PO 


RECORDS. TAPES & CD'S 


Recording Artist wants to Share his 
music. Send For Free Cassette. PO 
Box 4481, Stamford CT, 06907. It 
will Rock Yout 


4000'S OF IMPORT CD's, 45's & 12" 
from Europe, Japan & Aust 
Call or write for free catalog. Ama- 
zon Records, 178 Franklin St., Al- 
‘ston, MA 02134. (617) 782-9329. 


VINYL VENDORS CATALOGUE with 
‘over 15,000 collectable & rare al- 
bums, 12” eps, 7” 45s & CDs availa- 
ble for $3.00. CD only catalogue 
(mostly Promo CDs) available for 
fifty cents. VINYL VENDORS, 1800 
S. Robertson Blvd. #279, LA, CA 
90035. 


AMAZING FREE MAIL ORDER 
catalog of Cassette-Only Releases 
by top bands! Rock, Reggae, Punk, 
Funk, Dub, Avant Garde. Be Sur- 
prised! ROIR, 611 Boadway, Suite 
411-S New York, NY 10012. 


IMPORTS, OLDIES, INDIES, Al- 
ternative CD's. $1 for quarterly cat- 
alog. OFF THE RECORD, 6136 El 
Cajun Bivd. San Diego, CA 92115 


CLASSIC ROCK TAPES & RARI- 
TIES. Who, Zepplin, Stones, U2 & 
more! Send SASE to PO Box 
9350358. Bklyn NY 11235-00010 


FREE C.D. CATALOGUE, PLUS LPs, 
$2.50 or less. Barry Publishing, 477 
82nd Street, Brooklyn, NY 11209. 


REGGAE 


REGGAE! Free catalog...Rohit 
Records, 511 Commerce St. Frank- 
lin Lakes,NJ 07417 


RARE UNRELEASED MUSIC 
VIDEO, Beatles, Stones, U2, Bruce, 
Bowie, Zep, 60's & 70's TV & more. 
Credit cards ordering. Send 2 
stamps for a free catalog; Vintage 
images 3729-8 W. Alabama #350, 
Dept. sp Houston, TX 77027 


ON VIDEO! DEREK JARMAN'S Last 
of England, Kenneth Anger, Andy 
Warhol, William Burroughs and 
others. For free catalog, write Mys- 
tic Fire Video, PO. Box 9323, Dept. 

SP-2, South burlington, VT 05403 
or call 1-800-727-8433, 


CLASSIFIED S 


ie = ay 
We 


SICK NICK’ 

Whiskey —gulpin’ 

un shootin’ 
SANTA 


TERM PAPER 


ND $2 FOR CATALOG 
LISTING 16,278 RESEARCH PAPERS, or 
CALL TOLL FREE 800-351-0222 


seared IV CALIFORNIA (213) 477-8226 
Aootnce 11322 lb Av 206. Ln gis, CA 9025 


‘GaDoR's Best co RACK 
(nk Was Moutad ont 


ORDER NOW: Crwck MO 
Cone PO Box 737, BOCA 


You'll Love This One When You See it!! 


“PECKER STRETCHER” 


Walt Tit You Get This in Your Hands Gis, 
four Gonna Go "Nuts"! 
Guarantsed to bo EXACTLY es It Says! 


SEND ONLY 12. PALO. 
NOW Frees Whio Pana NY, 10007 


PICK UP 
CUTE GUYS. 


1-900-646-4666 


$2/Ist minute $1.50/add. min. 


RASTA ROCKERS CAP] 


‘green 
Only $9.95 Each Postpaid 
Send Check or Money Order To: 
TRIBAL VIBES 
Box 150 Depi. $-1 Berkeley, CA 94701 

$19 for2 + Guat Gunanied » Wholesale Togas Invi 


BURNING AIRLINES 


T-SHIRTS + THINGS 


aeney a ty 
M9} oa, ty fre CR (aah 


; ie 
Ma Gy 7 Pil SMI, CU, HAS, 
Svar tu 


$15.50 EACH 
{includes shipping!) 
oeeee 
(CAALOG— $1 50—Offcl merchandise ining 
bs, ings and much 

novel TRE wh orcs 
‘Send to: BURNING AIRLINES SP-13 

P.O. BOX 3757 

TRENTON, NJ 08629 


VISA/MC: Call 1-809-587-7887 11AM-SPM EST 


Underwear that says It all. 
Match any lady's mood. 
S\MLXL_ $12.95 a palr 


design on white 100% cotton T-Shirt 


2.5000. + $2.00 
ping & handling 


ethereal - gloom 
goth catalog 


projekt-s. box 1591. 
garden grove, ca 92642 


TLACKOUT FASHIONS. 
PO Box 2801 New Yor NY HOS 


ALTERNATIVE NECKWEAR 


aR BO 
A ae 


ae 


GET YOUR KICKS! 
y ROUTE 66 T-SHIRT 


eo DIO te 
Pook 646- Ole 


s2permin Carlos Favio 


EXPLORE WORLD MUSIC! 


o CBEAT 


The magazine of reggae, African, 
Caribbean and world music. 


‘Los Angeles, CA 90029, 


it, ~ info. ~ nats 


1-900-246-4666 


$2each min. 


EVERYONE'S FAVORITE ADULT PHONE LINES! 
CALL FOR ROMANCE AND FUN. 


ROMANCE 


EVERYONE'S FAVORITE ADULT PHONE LINES! 
CALL FOR ROMANCE AND FUN. 


EXCITEMENT 


EVERYONE'S FAVORITE ADULT PHONE LINES! 
CALL FOR ROMANCE AND FUN. 


1-9 


-900-990-20 


20 


$2 PER MINUTE - OVER 18 ONLY CALL 


GET RICH MAKING ROCK VIDEOS 


Not musical? No inclination for film? Say—we’ve got just the career for you! 


‘Rule No. 7: Choose a cameraman 
who likes to wobble and bounce. All 
the better if his style is to shoot out- 
of-focus, since that way the film will 
turn out the way most people in your 
audience see things anyway. 


poor dope will just think he’s an 
incompetent viewer! Ha ha ha, 


Rule No. 9: Always film your hero 
in confusing situations. Then 
interchange them without any logical 
pattern. He will appear capable of 
hopping pell-mell through time and 
space—which is highly valued by 

your audience, since it lets them feel 
better about being nowhere themselves. 


Rule No. 8: Use too many effects. 
Indulge yourself with devices that 
make the world look like a cartoon, a 
slo-mo nightmare, or some other 
reason never to touch drugs. Also, 
interout brief and irrelevant snippets 
from major motion pictures. This will 
lend interest to your vapid work, 
especially if you use scenes that are 
violent and sexually explicit, (See 
Rule No. 6 above.) Remember, the 
quicker the cuts, the less chance of 
the consumer realizing what an 


Rule No. 10: Select a song with 
stupid, meaningless words. That way 
you can put any words with pictures 
and nobody will ever notice. Or if 
they do, they won't dare say anything, 
or the other kids won't play with 
them anymore. Filmmaking is much 
easier when you can do anything in 


Instructions by Dean Christopher 


Careful study of several hundred 
billion rock videos has convinced 
me that virtually anyone with a 


regalia, You get the idea—anything 
that suggests Original Sin at its 
ripest. 


incompetent filmmaker you are: the 


any order. 


Ready for your new career as a producer of hot music videos? Just 
follow the rules and you can't fail. To help you along, here's a sample script. 
All you have to do is change a few names and a few words in the song. 


DORKO AND THE VISIGOTHS, “GOTS TA DO IT TO YA!” 


VIDEO (The Action) 


A.cold, lonely, wet alley in an inner-city industrial 
park: moody lighting through chain-link fence. 
Dorko sings, strolls, as his fine gold chain dangles 
from his fy. Cut back and forth between Dorko 
ond: 


Tattooed hands on guitar; Pouty Gal in peach- 
colored boudoir turns, peers through gauze 
curiains; 

Dorko looks sadly up through rain, fondles small 
furry mammal; 


AUDIO (The Song) 


Gots ta do it to ya, Baby; 
Gots ta do i, gots ta do it, 
Babe; 
Gols ta do it to ya, do it now; 
Yeah yeah yeah yeah yeah; 
Gots ta, gots ta, gots ta, 
Ya know what | mean, wo wo wo; 
Gots ta do it to ya, Baby, 
Babe, | gots ta do it fo ya 


Eddie Murphy fires 0.45; Right now! 
Miar Roney san mAES Om SOE sun yacnentic cox (eee 
few simple rules and your video very angry. This is very important. crisscrossing spotlights; (Guitar Solo) 


will be as good as anything you 
see on TV—probably better. After 


all, you read SPIN, so clearly 
you're an achiever. Interested? 


Kids never listen to calm singers. 
Even worse, they won't pony up for 
high priced CDs or cassettes by guys 
‘who look happy, clean, or as if they 


Shirtless drummer smashes cymbal, flails sweaty 
hoi 

Pouting Gal gazes moodily out to sea; 

Dorko breakfasts on condor eggs and whale 
steak; 


Gots ta do it to ya, Baby; 
Gots ta do it, gots ta do it, 
Babe; 


nme RTatfoce! deme Cladaesyniiecizers “AlvaightlongtAlidaytona! 
video. Rule No. 5: Select a superb-looking Eddie Murphy goes ‘hyawk hyawk hyawk’; All lunch-hour long, All 


‘Rule No. 1: Find a lot of truly ugly 
people. Audiences really relate to 
them, Select half a dozen of the 
skinniest ones, preferably with lots of 
hair and no shirts. The rejects can be 
your “concert audience.” 


‘Rule No. 2: The guy with the big 
lips sings lead. This is your hero, 

80 he should have the biggest mouth. 
It’s also helpful if he has other 
distinguishing marks, like a tattoo 
or a fine gold chain through his 
genitalia. 


Rule No. 5: Costume the band in 
outrageous attire, Packaging 1s 
critical. The lead singer must stand 
out, but every member must have 
his/her own way of being glitzy, 
memorable, dangerously sexy. 
Wardrobe suggestions: Sourdough 
loincloths; Turkish National Guard 
fatigues; the “Ostrich Uplift” Bra; 
crotchless ski pants; a balsa-wood 
nun’s habit; black leather Pom-Pom 


girl to abuse. The basic staple of 
pop/rock is love, but the main way 
Jove is shown in videos is by abusing 
females. Do not get all squeamish and 
principled—ya wanna make money 
or don't ya? Okay, find a pouty- 
looking little thing with amazing 
‘whams, pour her into something 
provocative, and make your movie. 
(Pouting is an essential ingredient in 
videos. It always fits any plot. Anyone 
‘would pout after being ill-treated by a 
skinny, ugly, shirtless man with a. 
gold chain through his pecker.) 


Rule No. 6: Remember to burn and 
break lots of things. The central idea: 
you have no melody, no real plot, 
‘unsympathetic characters, minimal 
harmonic interest, and no musical or 
dramatic development. So you've got 
to rely on cheap catastrophes to 
distract the audience from the 
incredible shallowness of the opus. 
I's the Traffic Accident Theory of 
Aesthetics: If the crash 1s ghastly 
enough, nobody notices that the 
ariver's socks don't match. 


Audience still on feet waving; 

Closeup of Dorko sucking on hand mike, 
thumbtacks in his forehead spell out "Love"; 
Drummer is down to snakeskin jock strap, twists 

neck 360 degrees; 

Jet fighters 200m past at Mach 8; 

Dorko fires .45 at Eddie Murphy; 

Pouting Gal burns small Kampuchean village; 

General Westmoreland salutes Eddie Murphy. 

Tattooed hands play boss; 

Trofseit Gorelick bumporet Chery Blazer 

Stage bums; Camera spins wildly under Dorko's 
mike; 

Tom Cruise grins broadly; 

Pouting Gal pouts in parents’ living room, leaves; 

Bombs rain on Dresden; 

Naked, sweating drummer attended by 
chiropractor; 

Dorko burns band; 

Tom Cruise grins broadly; 

Dorko walks moodily in surf with Pouting Gal; 

Audience crisscrossed by spotlights; 

Tattooed hands stroke Pouty Gal; 

Eddie Murphy leaps from a moving truck; 

Dorko fires .45 at burning Kampuchean village in 
the rain near chain-link fence with Pouty Gal 
and Tom Petty grinning at Tom Cruise. 

Dorko is moody, fades fo black. 


Homeroom Period long, gots ta; 
Ya know what | mean, wo wo wo; 
Gots ta do it to ya, Baby; 

Babe, | gots ta do it to ya 

Eleven times! 

Arrrghhhh.. 

(Keyboard Solo) 


Gols ta do it to ya, Baby; 

Gots ta do it, gats ta do it, 

Babe, 

Ya know ya hurt me, hurt me 
bad 

Ya know ya hurt me, hurt me 
good, 

Ya gots ta do it to me, Baby, 

Gols ta do it right now, 

Wo wo wo wo, 

Wo wo wo wo, 

Wo wo wo wa, 

Wo wo wo wo, 

Gots ta do it “til we fall 

Down on them shrubs! 

Arrrghhhhl 

(Drums Until Fade) 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 
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¢ 
The holi tth ithout /'5 g 
he holidays aren't the same without 
J&B Scotch Whisky. Blended and bottled in Scotland by Justerini & Brooks, fine wine and spirit merchants since 1749. 3 


To send a gift of J&B anywhere in the U.S., call 1-800-528-6148. Void where prohibited. {i 


